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Dear Kathleene, no doubt, — 32 
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had ſtray'd, 
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Since law was made for every degree, 
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N Test on Us edn of {wont May day, 83 


Tas in that ſeaſon of the ear, 35 
The Britiſh Lion is my ſign, — 
The wealthy fool, with gold in ſtore, 87 


Tho' late I was plump, round and jolly, $8 


Talk not of your dirty acres, 97 
Then here's to thee Tom, and here's to thee 


Will, | _——_,_———_ 


To court at one time, three young maids, 


ye bold elf? — 
To ſing you a ſong, Sirs, it is my zee 


tion, 
The wand'ring tar-ceturn'd — "hay; 
The noble mind for fame will dare, 224 
Tell me not of woman kind, ———Þ 116 


. Tho? Wiſdom will __ about] joy, Sir, 11i8 
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When you kneel'd at my feet, _ 71 
When Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 108 
With horns and with bounds I waken che 


| day, — - 110 
When merry bells, the merry _— 132 
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Who f ſo blithe can thus appear 2, | 
I'm the child of j joy and glee, 8 11 
| And my” name tn doth niit 
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Ne er Ive I a e face, 
Swift I chatige from place co P 


Ever wand' ring, every W f os my 

Such am I, Vein. * rg 2 15] fn 
d , . 
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Like a bird that Kims the air, 
Here and there and ev'ry where, 
Sip my pleaſures like a bee, 7 
Nothing" 8 n WW 
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Love's rg warms my breaſt, * 
Roring love, but breaks my ret: 
One good Heart's enough for me, 
Thoegh my name's—Variety. 


Seel ſeenes ul Jagety pore, -: :/ 
| An by turns I can approve; ; 
Follow, follow, follow me, 
Friend of life, - Variety. 


1 s Wy AY; 1 
[Pe rote ——-— 


| At L hail to the day that 3 praiſe, 
fl Than all other days in the year; 
And bleſs'd be the night, that giveth delight, 
To the poor Man as well as the peer. 
| May good fortune agen oc r. 
friend, 5 
That does the beſt We he ways 1 S 
; Forgetting all wrong in a cup and 2 fag 
Well drive the cold Winter _—_ 
Let miſery pack, and a whip at ber bel. 11 
Down down the Tartarian flood; 


; bs And letenvy, be drown'd in a river. profound, 


He that envies another man's good. 
May forrow's* e . Aa Es youre 
hence, . bid nee 


For we'll pend the whole ! in an honeſt 


| But by all report, both of city and court, 


The honeſt man's hand, nad gone ey ; 


From henceforth-lec knaves be chain's to er 


| A: 8 bringiog home, the other day, 7 
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; delight, 
Fuft 10 drive the. cold winter, away. 


The coortiers of tate, ſer open their gate, 
And bid a free welcome to moſt ;. - Y 
The city likewiſe, tho? ſomething 1 | 
Does not fail for to bring forth a toaſt. 


la the country we bear the {way z 
Our money is ſpent; with a beiter intent, - 
Wie M mee. 
Now let each individual wake hands . "E 


May ts, Gem ties ever biad 


heart ; | 
May his te ples with olives be twin d. 


aver, 
For an honeſt man will bear the ſway, 
His Money is ſpent, with a noble intent, 
Whea to drown the fatigues of the a 5 
4⁴⁴t to eiue the * winter ” 75 
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Two — Bad ta'en, : Jo. 
B 2 The 


As paſſing thro! the tufted prove eee] 


" HE, A COLLEC TI ON 


The little warblers ſeem'd to N 
For Liberty again. 
Unheedful of their plaiative notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead: 9 
In vain they ſwell'd their downy throats, | 
Jer And flutter'd to be free. 


Near which my cottage ſtood, 8 348 
I thought 1 ſaw the queen of love, * 
When Clora's charms I'view'd. 


| 1 gaz'd, I lov'd, 1 preſs'd her fray, 


To hear my tender tale; 


But afl is vain; ſhe fled away, 


"rb e eh which fore had 7 


Nor could my * rd 0 


1 


Came pity to my breaſt, 


And thus 1 (as compaſſion | bade) +. eie Nabe 


The ſenther'd pair addreſs d: 
ve pretty warblers! chearful be, 
Remember not ye fle; 


f, For 1, who thought myſelf ſo free, FTW 


Am' far more caught than you. 
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7 be Jevnl Hun(ſman. 


WAY to the bela, ſee the N looks | 
| gray ö 4 
| "And, * bedappls foreboder a ve 7215 
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The Wounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And Aer aloud to be led to the chace. 


Cnonrvns. 


Then hark i in 7 morn, to the call of the "Fg 
And join with the jovial crew ; 

When the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chaſe to purſue, 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt 
dawns, 

To ſee the ſwift beagles ſpread over the lawns, 

To welcome the ſun now returning from reſt, 

Their mattins they chant as the ey War del. 
Then hark, & e. 1 


But, oh ! how each boſom with tranſport - 
it fills, 
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To ſtart, juſt as Phoebus 0 over the hills; 3 


While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds, 
'The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the _ 
- hounds... 5-8 

| Then bark, Kc. N 


See how the brave boaters, with courage 
elate, 
Fly bedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate 3 
Borne by their bold courſers, no ger they 
fear, | 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. : 
2 har k, Se. | 
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Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the 
town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of leeping on 
down: 5 
Uncertain your toil, or for . or wealth; 


Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and 
| health. . 
Ten hark, Ke. 


* ——— K 


8s ON G v. | 
A Favourite & O N C. 


L A S! when charming Sylvia's nw; 
I ſigh, and think myſelf undone; 
But when the lovely nymph is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet-grieve; and hope, yet ſear, 
| Thoughtleſs'of all, but ber, I rove, - Ih 
TEL tell me, is not n n love? 


Ab ma} what pow! r can move me ſo ? 
I die with grief, when ſhe muſt go, 
 Butl revive at her return; | 
I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I born n: 
| Tranſports ſo frong, ſo ſweet, lo new; 
Say, can they be to friendſhip due? 


Ab! no, ti, lore, dle now 100 plain, 5 
I feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; "Sf 

Fier who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's eyes, 
nz wiſk'd,” and ed, and was her * 
8, 
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the Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs'd, 


ba O let her de by me poſſeſs d. 
on 


b; gs. 
: SONG VI. 


The PARSON, 


A e who had the remarkable foible, 55 
Of minding the bottle, much more zhan 
the Bible. 
Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſ⸗ 
N rplex'd 
3 In handing a tankard than handling a text, 
i Derry down, &. 
3 Perch'd up in bis pulpit, one * he 
cry'd, | 
Make — my dearly deloved, your guide; ; 
And in your diſtreſſes, your troudles & croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job. in * loſſes. 
Derry down, e. | 


/ 


The pom had got a * cake of frong. 
eer; 

By way of a preſent—no matter from where 

\ Suffice it to know, it was toothſome and good, 

Th | And he lov'd itas well as he did bu. 

5 Derry down, 1 Bo 

5 ö 


Gods, . „ 3 
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While be the chu cb. ler ice in hafte cabs [ 


0. 
The hogs found a way thro” his old cellar door. 
And by the ſtrong ſcent 40 the beer-barrel led, 


Had knock*d out the ſpigot, or cock from its 


head, | 
Der down, &c. 2 


Out ſ pouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 


l The unbidden gueſts quaff'd it inerrily round ; 


Nor from their diverſion and merriment * 


| 3 TM ev'ry hog there'was as drunk as a beaſt, 


Derty down, &c. 


And now 1 grave lecture and FP s at an 
e 


He brings long with dim a neighbouring 


fri 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, ". 


And taſte bis delightful October brew'd beer. * 


Deny down, &c. 


The dinner was ready, the eines were haig' 
ſn u 


8» 
Here, wife, ſays the "OF go ferch up a mug; 


Bot a mog of what 7 — be had ſcarce time to 


tell her, 


$ When, yonder, ſaid they: are the heyy in * 


cellar! 
Derry down, &, 
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To be ſure they” ve-got in when we were at- 
pray ts 3 

To be ſure yon re 8 fool, laid he, get you 
don ſtairs, | 

And bring what I bid you, or ſee what's the 
matter, 

For now | myſelf hear a grunting and clatter, 
Derry down, &c. ; 


She went; and returning with ſorrowful face, 
In ſuitable phraſes related the caſe; 
He rav'd like 'a madman about in the room, 
And then beat his wife and the hogs with the 
broom. - | y 
Derry mw, &e. | 


Lord! hothand, ſaid me, what a coil you keep. 
here, 
About a poor beggarly berret of beer ; 
You ſhould, ** in- your troubles, miſchances 
nad croſſes, | 
Remember the patience of Jobi in his loſſes,” 
Derry down, &c. 


A p—x upon Job! ery'd the prieſt iv a rage, 
That beer, | dare iay, was near ten years of 
| age; 
But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife; 
For ay never had ſuch a Cue in his life, 


'* 


1 * 


A. a 
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Now, neighbour, aum, you 


rin, 
Your caſe, let me tell 6: th $ not better 2 pin: 
With Lr and wi e theory 
back'd 197 
But you” re, ten to ane—knave and fool i in 
- your, pradtics. | % 1 
Derry down, ce. 


Whoeber you are, Pll be loom you're" no 
| 7 {amt : 7.7: 

Wood you aber yourſelf with 8 
failings:acquaint ; of 
. Theſe conquer, and then give” advice, if you 
e chuſe, 
For who'd give you thanks for the thing you 
= r 
Derry down, Ec. Wei 


W- 
.$0NG, Vit. 2 


e 

8 thro? the green monde I chanced to paſs, 
© 2 A Gipſey ſat ander a hade, 

Who told me, ſhe ſaw by the lines of my face, 

That my doom was to dis an old Maid. 47 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 
* OY" my poor heart to the quick, 0 
Bec 


& 


— 
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Becauſe i's oft heard my Grandmother ſay, 
That Gan do deal with Old Nick. 


For farckan advice to the Curate I went, 
And told him my caſe in a fright; 

Says he, pretty maid, be content for a while, 
And PU alter ibe caſe before night, 


0 then he degan with ſuch forces and ſuch fire, 
And with arguments ſo very ſtrong, 
That, believe me; ye maids, the de'il 18 a lar ; 
Und. N there's an end 4 my ſong. 


Mae. 
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. of the Mau.” ee e 

As Hebe was tending her ſheep Pots thy, | 


Where the warblers whiltle and ſing. 
ſwain.came tripping chat way, 


* 
*% 
: 


A rural youn 
As briſk and as blithe as a Kin 

The youth Was a- ſtranger to trouble ar and'care, 
"Contentment e'er guided his will; 

Yet ever regarded the ſmiles of the fair. 
Tho' always bred op in a mill. 


Love ſtole i in his breaſt at the el the maid, 
Pyr be could not her charms but adore, _ 

„Aa if thou art crue!, dear Hebe, » aig, 

' Tarely ; ſhall love you the, n . 


8 


Sdek | 
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Buch tenderneſs melted her into Curpriſe, 
(For Hebe was never unkind), 
And all of a ſudden love glow'd in her eyes, 
Which ſpoke the diQaces of her mind. | 


l They fat themſelves down at "Ws fun of 4 hill, 

And chatted together ſo free, 8 
'Till Ralph, the young {wain, made 6gns to 

the mill, 

While claſpi ping the nymph on his knee ; 
And this in a tranſport the Miller reply'd, 
„Thy charms, deareſt girl, are divine ;”” 
Then preſs'd her ſweet lips, and with * 

he cry'd, ; 
O Hebe! conſent to de mige“ 


She liſten'd atterſtive to all his requeſt, 
And freely comply'd to his will; 

And now, to her 5 lace, ſhe's Sabri & bleſt, 

With honeſt young Ralph of the Mill, 

Peace.follows their footſteps wherever they go, 
Ia bliGs all their hours are ſpent: 

But, leaders of faſhion, l'd have ye to know 

Their n flows from content.“ 


RK. 
WE ing | 
11.08 'vP Fair Su/annab, | LO ; 


5 A* if on damaſk Roſe” be 18 
By Nad the ambient air; Wa 


| ; Then 
r 5 


If dear Suſangab's fair. 


bey. will the chere leave bit prey, 


And warble thro' the grove? 


Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 


| Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 
The ſpoils of war Jet heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine; 
Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſannah mine. 
'$ONG R. 


* 


| The BEE. 
USY humble bee am J. 


That range the garden ſunny ;. 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, IF 


And every flower's my honey. 


Bright Cloe, with her golden hair, 


- A, while my rich jonquil is. 


Till, cloy'd with lipping near there, 5 
I thirc to roſy Phillis, * - n, E.. 


But Phillis*s ſweet opening bean 


Remains not long my ſtation, 
For Kitty now muſt be addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd © 
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Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 


$8 Sp 


Yet 
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Vet Kitty? s fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs Pm rover; 
And all in turns my love receives 


"The gay wide garden over. 7 m_ Se. 


Variety that knows no bound 
My roving fancy ed . 

And oft eln Flora I am Gd” 
In dalliancg under hedges: 

For as | am an arrant bee 

Who range each bank that's „ 

Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey. 

een. Ee. 


5 * R * * 
The Sailor's Return. 'S 


EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, .. 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts tour, 


wA 


Your faithful Tom returns again; | 
Returns, and with him brings a heart, 
That ne'er. from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt. 
How ſweet to tread our native . | 
With conqueſt to return. at laſt, 
e n our enn we ſpoil 


— 


No 


Je. 


1 
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No one go beauty mould pretend, 
Zat fuch as dare its rights defend. 


SONG xl. 


ENEATH a beech's gratefal ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining; 
He figh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining : 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd bis grief, 
Tho? pity cannot move thee, 


Tho? thy hard heart gives no relief, 


Yet, Peggy 1 muſt love thee, 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done 


That thus you cruel uſe him? 
If love's a fault, tn that alone 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: 


"Tis thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 


This fice by which 1 languiſh. 
"Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, - 
© And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
} Where every maid invites me, 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me> os 1 
Thais love chat fices my faithful heart, 
By all but thee commended, _ 


: * 


— 


15 


2 [i 
+ + : 
: 


* 


2 


— 


» 1 — 
— _— — —— 
* D . ⁵ĩ— ¾ͤö ˙ * 
_ _ — — 
8 Lag i 3 # \ 
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Oh! wouldſt chou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beavteons breaſt, ſo ſoft to * 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over. 
Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel | 
*Gainſt thy deſpairing lover, . * 
Alas | tho” it ſhould ne'er repent, 
| Nor Colin's care e'er move thee. 
Yet, till life's lateſt breath is ſpent,” 
My Peggy 1 muſt menen 


„ 
so xn. 
The Seaſon of Love. 


D RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter js o'er, 
His all-chearing beams do nature reſtore ; 
The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 


Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance 
diſclcſe ; 


The birds chearful notes are heard in each 


grove, N 
All nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love. | 


ping amain, 

All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain 3 
Our rural diverſions are free from all gvile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely e can lie *” 0 


* 4s m The 


{ 
4 
| 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come p- | 
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The heart that's fincere in affection mar prove, 
All nature's mild force in the ſeaſon of love, 


© come theo, Philander, with Sylvia away, © 
Our friends, that expect us, accuſe our delay; 


Let's baſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 


III ſtrive for my ſhepherd the garland to win. 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does 
| approve, = 


Who makes ev*ry hour the ſeaſon of love. . 
SONG XIV. 


Y the ſide af « ſtream, at the ſoot of a hill, 
I met with young Phebe who lives at the 
mill, | 5 

My heart leap'd with joy at fo pleaſing a fight, 
For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight. 


[ told ber my love, and ſat down by her fide, * 
And ſwore the next morning 1'd make her wy- 
„  bridss © * 2 n 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get out of my fight, - 

And goto your Phillis, you met ber laſt aſßht. 
Surpriz'd, I replied, Pray explain what you. 
| mean, x 3 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeenz 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at! 
O! can't you # the cry'd:—well, love you 


Ks Say, | 


% A:COLLECTION 

Say, did you' not meet her laſt night on this 
ſport? 

0 Colin! O Colin! you can't have VINES 


I heardthe whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 
You fill may deny it, 1 love you for that. 


Woes falſe, I reply'd, dear Phebe believe: 
or mat 1s a rover, and means to deceive : 
You very well know he bas ruin'd young Pat, 


And ſure Tug dear charmer muſt hate bim for 
; that. 


Come, come then, 150 try'd, if you mean 
to be kind, 


I'n own ss to kiow the true ftate of your 
. mind. 


Tranſported; I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat; 


I made 7 wife, and es me'for hat, 


10 ON - ab 1.2 
Son of Care. 


Y the gayly circling glaſs, 

We can ſee how minutes paſs; . 
By the hollow caſk are told, wall 
How the waning night grows old. 

How the waning, c. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 
Drives us from our ſports away; 
What have we with day to do? A 
Sons of care, "twas made for ou. 
. j Top of cont Ec. 


B' 
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his Come, then fill the chearful glas, 


Truth is only found in wine: 
Tales of love are all a farc 


At * true friendſhip is disine. 

2 Ber true Ae . 
at, | e 3 | 
2 Lament for General WOLF, 


"a Bo loyal and bold, 

Who would never be contraul'd | 
at ; By the French. See the braveſt of his ſex, 
lat. Britiſh Wolfe, ſtout and good, 

Made the rivers run with blood, | 1 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. if 6 


Brave Wolfe was our commander, 
- Montcalm was their defender, 
Their numbers did us ſorely diſmay ; 
But brave Wolfe, ſtout and bold; 
| He would never be controul'd, 
And his laſt dying word was, —Hozza! 


2 Contented l die, | 
Since we've gain'd the vitory, A 
As you tell me the battle is our own; 
PIE. Let my ſoul depart in peace, 
"16 And the wars for ever ceaſe, - + 4 
fi Since my life for fair Britain is gone, 


me, 144 The 
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The Highlanders, in hot blood, 
And Sailors, ftout and rude, | 
Like madmen did flaſh them aways | 
When the French began to run, 8 
We advanced on their ground, 
But our grief was for Wolfe—Ok: that Gay! 


Then the city it frond 

The gates ſtraight we enter'd ; 

. Our ſhips in the harbour lay chick, 
We thanked the Moſt High, 

For this fgnal Victory, 

At the orious aquett, of f Quebec. 


80 XV 
| Shakeſpeare 5 Mulberry-T Tees 


(Sung by David Garrick, Eſq; with a cop in. 
? his hand, made of the wes.) a 


R=HoLD this fair gobler, — | 
| » from the tree, 

Which, O my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted. 
8 dy thee: | 

As arelic 1 kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 


Wen comps ben l dad muſt * 


divine! 


An fall yield in . Molberry-tree, 


2 
| 2 8 
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Zend to thee, | 

Bleſt Mulberry ! 

Marchleſs was he, that planted thee : 
And thou, like him, immortal ſha lt be. 


Ve trees of the foreſt, ſo.rampant and high, - 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 
' ſweep the ſky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte bas brought 
here, 
To root out the natives, at prices ſo dear. mo 
All hall geeks, wn 


The Oak is held _—_—y is Britain's ent boaſt, of: 
Preſery'd once our King, and will always our 
. coaſt: 
Of the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands 
that fight; h 


But one, only one, like our W can 


write. 


All hall yield, c. | 
Let Venus delight 4 in her gay myrtle power, 


Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of We er all fancies will 

ſuit, | 

With the ſweeteſt of flowers wn the _— 
of fuit. f 

Al ſhall yield, ce. 


With learning and, knowledge, the well ler. 


* 6 


ter'd birch, 
Supplies law and byte. « and grace fog *. 
eee church; 6 
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But law and the Ne in Shakeſpeare we find, I 


He gives the beſt phyfic for body and mind! 
| All malt. Weld, &e. ( 
The fame of the Patron gives fame to the tree: 
From him and his merits, this takes itz degree, Y 
_ Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and 
vine, 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare i is Kill more divine! ( 
All mall yield, Ke. 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines: the 
1 bright day, | - 
More rapture than wine to the heart can 1 
| convey ; 
| $a the tree which he planted, by making his 
| own, 
Has the jaure), and bays, and the view" 'all in 
e 00, 
All hall yield, Ke. wats F | 


Then each take a relic of this heldaed tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 
Let's fill to the Planter, the cup to the brim; 


To honour your country, do honour to . 
a Al ſhall yield, &c. 


SON 0 XVI. 
2 heneck Grove. 


Y Thonock Grove, oft let me walk, 
' While — in 8 _ k 2 


— 
5 
. 4 , 1 / ' 
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find, 1 hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 


d! And gaze o'er all ber charms, 
O let me ever fond behold | 
tree: Thoſe graces void of art! 


gree, © Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly bold 
nad In willing chains my heart. 


rinet O come, my love! and bring anew, 
That gentle turn of mind 8 
2 That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
, By Nature's hand defign'd : 
| That beauty, like the bloſhing roſe, 
cat WW. Firſt lighted up this flame; 
hi Which, like the ſun, for ever glows 
þ Within my breaft the ſame ! * 


ul in Ye light coquets! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art!!! 

| How ſeldom it a lover brings, 

We. How rarely keeps a heart. | 

O! gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful caſe; 

That bluſhing modeſty that warms ;- 
That native art to pleaſe. 


Come then, my love! O come along! 

And feed me with thy charms! 

Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong, _ 
O fill my longing arms! = 


KL: 4! 


| A flame like mine can never die, 
1 10 While charms, ſo bright as thine. 
80 heav*nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 


8 ONG 


And fill the ſoul divine ! 


„ 4 COL L 2 S TON 
SONG” XIX. 
"The Wards from May's” 


OME live with me, and be my love, _ 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, | 
That hills and vallies, dale and field, 


| And all the  craggy mpyttains yell... "ab, | I 


There will we fir: 2 the 1 u 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 

By Thallow tivers, to whoſe falls, | 
Melodibut birds lang madrigals, 


There Mrs make thee beds of roles, 
With a thouſand fragrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirile, + 


Embroider'd all wich m ol eee. 6 5 
A. gown made of the fineſt woot, n * 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull $7: x4 
Shppers lin*d;choicely for the cold, 
s buck}es of ine puteſt gold. nen , 
A belt of ſtraw, and! ivy buds, 3 Fi 2 


With coral-claſps, and amber ſtuds; 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, - 6 
Then live with me, and be my love. 5 1 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and, . 

For thy delight each May morniog : 

If theſe delights thy mind. may move, 

Then lire with 0 and ws my love. 
SONG 


* 
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30 N xx. | en | 
* The Apmpl's r 
(Song by dit SABENA) 


T5 that the world and > were young, 

And truth in every ſhepherg's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſdres might me move 

To live with thee, and be thy love. dC 


But time drives flocks: ſrom eld to fole, 
When rivers ta C, and rocks grow cold, | | 
And Philomel hecometh dumb, VETS 
And all com plain, of cares to de 


The flowers de fade, and wanton: felds, 
To wayward winter reckonipg yields: 
A honey tongue, and heart of x46 
Is fancy*s ſpring, baut ſorrow s all 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy bed of roles, 

Thy caps, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 

Soon break, foon wither, ſoon forgotten, 

a folly, ripe, in reaſon rotten. 
Thy belt of Kras and ivy buds, ..../ 
hy coral Claſps,- and amber ſtuds: : 

All thoſe in me no means can move 

To come to thee, and by thy love... TP ; 

N G IRA 2 D | But by 


26 A/CGOLLECTION 


Bot could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joys no dats, nor age no need: 


Then theſe delights my mind might move 


To hve with thee,” and be thy love, 
SONG, XXL 
7 attain a long Life. 
OME hear me, my boy; haft u mind to 
| live long, 1 
Take a doſe of briſk elaret, and part of a ſong; 
A gen'rous beart good wine does impart, . 
And time to good muſic is beat by the heart; 
Let each be content with his own proper ſtore, 


And keep ourſelves honeſt, though the world 
ee >, gs her OTA 
done xu. 
an of Oak, 
OME, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory 
we ſteer, 1 
Io add ſomething more to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not 'preſs yon like 
flaves. | „3 
For who are ſo free as the ſons of the waves? 


1 
: 
| * Heart: 
| . — 
* 
* * . _— 0 a 
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4 Hearts of oak are our Hips. 
Hearts of dul are our. men, 
e always are ready, 


Steady,” boys, fleady; . 
Well Arbe. — well conquer again and Ges, 


We ne'er ſee 0 but ve wiſh them to ſtay ; ; 

They never meet us, but they wiſh us away; 

If they run, then we follow, and run them 
aſhore, 

| For if they ws Wade us, what can FO do 
| to more? | 


ng; They (wear they'll invade us—thoſe ack 

- > foes, : 

rt; They W our women, our ebildren ind 

| Saus: 31 N 

But ſhould their flat borioms i in darkneſs get 
o'er, 


Still Britons they'll dad to receive chem on 
ſhore, 7 


| | LT, 

We'll Kill wake. adi row, and el TY 
make them ſwear, -, 

In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels garette : 

Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let 


glory us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our late ſmen. and 
year; | _ x 
like | 54 ST ONE 
*P ” | | A | Ke 28 
es? | ei | 40 


7 n | SONG, 
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"> 0 N I Nin. by 
Tone 3 Sue. 


2 jolly Bacchus, god * wine, 
Crown this night with pleafore- 


Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſures e 


| Fill up the mighty ſparkliag bowl, 
*= at ev'ry true and loyal ſoul, 
May drink zud fing without controul, 


To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, malt PRs be 
Guardian to our pleafure; 


That under thy protection we 
my enjoy new pleaſure, ' 


And as the hours glide away, 7 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes that we may, — 
SIAN 10 with pleaſure. N 


- 
; * | . i 1 
* F p ; 
e >> * 
4 ” + LES. 
© 4 9 . 
2 * 
* 


1 «thc SONG XXIV. 
Ser your Country but. 


C ye lads who wiſh to ſhine, b 
3 


Bright in n . 
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Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory, 

Charge the muſquet, point the lance,  ' 
Brave the worlt of dangers, 

Tell the bluſtering ſons of France, 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


9 
AY 


Britain, when the loo! $ rovs'd, 
And her flag is rearing; 
Always find her ſons diſpos'd, 
To drbb the foe that's daring, 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Hearts of oak with ſpeed advance, 
Pour your naval thunder; 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſquer, &c. 


Honour for the brave to ſhare, b 
Is the nobleſt booty: | 
Guard your coaſts, Protect the fair, 
For that's 'a Briton's duty, 

Charge the muſquet, de. 


What if Spain to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance, * 
All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance. _. 
Charge the muſquet, &c : 
Beat the drom, the trumpet ſound, 2 
| * united; 3 
— D 3 Danger 


* 


Jute 


[ 


”, 
- 4 * 
as - 


— — —— —— a 
* — ——————— —  — —  ——— — — : 
= b l * - p . " | 
= * - - 
. = 


| The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay ; 
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Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And ſee your country righted, 
Charge the R &c, 


S 0 N 3 xxv. 
Et: gentle God of ſoft RY 


And lull my tortur'd foul to reſt, 
In thy embraces me encloſe, 


. And let me once * de bleſt. 


| 8 gentle (embers, yer be kind, 


- Nor let me ever gh i in vain, 
Relieve my care, and eaſy my mind, , 


Reſtore my dealth, and baniſh pain, 


For thee each night in vain I ich, 


And daily I thy loſs. deplare, 
Thy friendly aid no more deny, , 
Nor let me mourn WP A . 


$0NG NXVL. 
The c Wedding. | 


oM baſle to the wedding, ye less. | 
and ye neighbours, - 


Forget 
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Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your 


labours, 

And letev'ry heart beat with rapture to day: 
Ye votaries all attend to my call, 
Come revel in pleaſures that never ean eloy; 

Come ſee rural felicity. 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Come fee, Oe. 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crowd to, and beat's at the breaſts of the 


great; | 

To ſuch wretched babes we ain no aduiicn, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate, 

We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and 


health, 

la mirth and in frieadfip our moments 
employ, 

; Come ſee, & c. 5 
With reaſon we taſte of exch heart ug | 

pleaſure; 

With , we drink of the full-flowing 

WI 


Are jocund and gay, but all yithia- meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul, 
Then come at our bidding to this bappy | 
wedding, 


No care full brad hers or Bliſs do da 
we i Come ja Gr. e 


SONG. 
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Good: marrow. to your. Nigh-cap. 


RAR Keb e eee 
You find ſleep how ſweet it boy! em. 
Dogs bark, and cocks erow out. 

Tou little dream how late it i: 
This morning gay, I poſt away, | 

To bave with you a bit of play, tf 14 


Wood er to your night-c2p. 


124 night, being browſey 1 
© Witb:whiſkey, ale and cyder, d Red, 
1 1 aſked Betty Blowſey, e 

To lere it beide benn n 
Her anger roſe as ſour as. = palg ms 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe © 
80 on. two legs I rode to bid, 
God morrow to your night=cap. | 


1 Q N G nl. 
Die Chloe, come ION me 4e ite, 
u 


For ſweeter no girl ever gavez 


hy, in the midſt of my blies 


Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 


— 


[ 


ON XXV. ey 


ans on two legs I rode to bid | , | 
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1 am not to be flinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear Chole, be kind! 

For fince | love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd, 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are Kray ing, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſand on the ſhore, | 
And when ſo, many kiſſes you've given, 
I fill ſhall. be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, | 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my heart I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent: 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
BY ma with few be content, 


. 
SONG XXIX. 
The Hunſman's. Call. 
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5 O ye "bed; brother Sportſman, the 
ſound of the horn, ov 
. "And yet wo ſweet pleaſure declines 


* 


For 


— 


15 


„ 
| 
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For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is 
„ morn, 


With me the f ſweet melody Join: 


- Thro' the e and the valley; the traitor 
wwe rally, 
Nor quit him, till panting be lies ; 


- While ide hounds, in full cry, de heir 


ſhall fly, 
And chaſe the ſwift bare till ſhe dies. | 


Then 1 your ſeeds, to the meadows and 
ids, 
Both willing and joyous repair; 
No paſtime in life, ſweeter happineſs yields, 
Than chaſing the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comfort, my friend, on . oe” 
man attend, 
No pleaſure like bunting i iu found, 
For when. it is o'er, as briſk as . 
Net morning we ſpurn up the und. 


* 5 , 
; 7 
. | #. 
© Toby, Fillpot.. 


= EAR Tom, is brown ju that 
© foams with * ale, : l me 


7 


ry 


In which I il driekt to ſweet N an of ihe walks? 1 
7 Was 


AER * BM 


© , 
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t is WH Was once Toby Fillpor, a Thriſty old ſoul, 

* As e er drank a bottle, or fathom'd à bowl; 
In boozing about tas his praiſe to excel, 

And among Jolly topers he bore off the dell. 


It chanc'd that in dog · days he ſat at his eaſe, 
ü In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you 
ges pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old itingo was ſoaking hisclay, 
| His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut. 
and And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter uit. 


His body, when long in the ground ĩt had 
| lain, ; | 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found our in its covert ſo ſnug,, 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this 


| brown jug. 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, n ad mild | 
ale, 


30 dere to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


4 


| Ei _ We __ we 
35-4 SONS XXX. 


RE Phoebus wan on whe f 9 
now budding flow'r, 1 ind) 
. Or blue bells, are robb'd of their de- 


Sleep 
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Sleep on my, Maria while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy, of you. 


There roſes and jeſs'mine each other ſhall greet, 
. And mingle to copy thy hue; 

The lily, to match with thy boſom fo ſweet— 
How faint its reſemblance of you? 


With, ſweets of thy breath the TS vi'let 
ſhall vie. 
Baut weakly, and pay it its due; _. 
| The "—_ ſhall be robb'd of the floe for thine 


22 paints nothing like you, 


- 


The leaves of the ſenſitive. plant muſt declare, 


The truth of my well-belov'd the, 
n hands, if to touch it bold ſhepherd: 
| ſhovld dare, 
. [Would fhrink from all others *. me. 


s oN XXXU. 


— 


Auna 7 Urn, 


D Ecompaſy' in an angel's frame, 
An ange 's virtues n 
d ſoon did f eav'n aſſert its Hl, 


3 * call'd it own away. 


W 
Fi 
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, My Anna's worth, my Anna's hands, 
Can never more return ; 
What then ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms, 


det, Ah me! my Anna's urn, | 
— ein! forget that bliſs refin'd, | ys OY 
Which, bleſt with ber 1 kuew ? 1 ATACTE 

n Oar hearts in ſacred bonds entwin'd HE 
let Were bound by love too true. 

| The rural train which once were und | 
F In ſeſtive dance to turn, KY 
doe 80 pleas'd, when Anna they amus'd, * 


”% 


| Now weeping deck her uffi, 


The foul eſcaping from its chain, . 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 
To pare. with thee is all my pain, 
She cried, then ſunk to reſt. 
While mem'ry ſhall her ſear retain, | 
From beauteous Anna torn, abi. 
My heart ſhall breath its ceaſeleſs' frain 
Of ſorrow o'er her rv + | | 
There with the earlieſt Ft a dove 
| Laments her murder*d mate; 
There Philomela, loſt to love, . 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 
With yew and ivy round me . 
My Anna there I'll mourn ; 
For all my ſoul, now the ir dead, 
* en, in her urn. 


E so 


= * * corrzerioen 


s ON . 
Is proj of Britains 


AIREST: Ine, all iſles er. 4. 
Seat of pleslare and. of love, 5 28 
enus here ſhall fix her dwelling, | 
And forſake het Cyprian grove: - - 
Cupid from his fav*rite nation | 
Care and envy ſhall remove 
ES” Jealouſy, that pois“ nous aon, 
And deſpair that dies for or lore. f 


Gentle murmurs, foft c com laining,.. 
, Sighs that blow the fire of love; 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 1 
. . Shall de all the pains you prove. 8 
Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty; Ka 
Graceful ev'ry nywph ſhall move; 
And as theſe excel in beauty, | 


P 8 


* Thoſe mall be renown'd for love. 


$9; avaweh f 5 12 55 k 

FAR | 
o 8 . h | 

tat 03 H | | 
; 8s 0 * KW. 1 0 | , 

auc — 6; 

7 ? 

en, kg . n Cs: 


111. we a bowl, A 1 — 
r as my capaciqus foul; _ 


F. 


VI 


+ 


"Vaſt as my thirſt is, Jet it have 


QF. CHOICE sonde. 


Depth enough to be my grave: 
I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I deſign to bory*t there. | 


Let it of ſilver faſhion'd be, 


Worthy of wine, worthy of me 3 


Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, ö! 


Fill me a a bewl, 
8 0 N G xxxv. . 


* that Auen cap _—_— the ſtars. 0 


receive 


The . fofc tranſports that beauty can 
The w kene joys let bim teach ber ts 


And the, i in return, yield the captures of love, . 
Without love and wine, wit and beauty are 2 


| vain, 
The 


r and grandeur inf pid, and riches a pain; 
moſt ſplendid palace rows dull as the 
„ grave; 
and wine give, ye pods, or jane back | 


YA 1 1 . 1 


r ſwiftly, ye minutes, au Sha | 4 


8 F us > 
_—_— 
1 
* 1 


ne prefy of my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd 


| G AY Das: long Andy's wy beat * 
T 


N 1d hear bis ſoft tale, then-dectere was amiſs, 


= JM could hardly fay No, wel . to ſay Yes. 


Then he tenderly ala me. if 1'd grant him's 
85 iar 


| : defign'd to ſay No, but miſtook, and ſaid Yeu 


; At this, with delight, bi + heart danc'd in 


A 
Tb g ” Come, 
35 | — * 
1 * 
e * 
> * 


„ * errrerton 


8 0 * G NR. up 


obtain, „ 
prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 


plain; 


N OY often tay +9 when | l to ſay, Yes. 


Laſt Valentine 's Jap $0 to our Sue be came, 
And I ng me two lawbkins 10 witneſs his 


. 81 take ke, he ery'd, thov'r more fair 
than the fleece : 


Soon Aer. one morning, we 45 in the 
rove. 


his love; 


his breaſt, 
ve wo ba cty'd, Chloe will now make me 
eſt; 


2 


* 


by, 


Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal 
To e being es 15 way fore'd to ay 


1 ne'er was diese with ed in my 1 lifes : 
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bliſs ; 


* & 
. 


I ne'er was ſo b:ppy a3 ſnce I'm a wifes. 
Then take "op young maidens, my counſel in 


You muſt uſt dis old- mid, it yaw" will not 
 fay YES.” 


. — - bf 7 * 0 
ot 
A ; A i 4 s 1 43 o 
# \ g 4 * 0 1 2 
1 4 + 1 0 e % * 
8 0 N G XXXVII. 22 


by : 4 178 
ry 5 UE ” Tune, Gn FI r 
Dan . A hn 2 
UARDIAN angels! hoy? TIO near me, 
Save & lover lick with care! 
Nor from faireſt Myra tear me 
Oh! *cwill heighten my _ 4 
May I with her ſpend the day, 
In raptures paſs my years away; | 3 
And ſhould 1 from theſe ſhades remove, , 
* to * along my love, e. 1 


© 
* 
* 


« 'M Y z As | 4 2864] * 
* queen of love and beauty, 
Parent of ſoft am*rous pain, 
Dun Cupid! do thy duty. 
IE to my tender ſwiin, 


* ys. q 2 Y 


2 . 


Reaſon 
- pon | , Y | 


2 
= 


45 4 CoLlLECTION 


| Reaſon I loye moſt yield, 

Love victorious wins the geld: 
Hence, ye ſons of wealth away! _ 
1711 my W lad 8 905 wy 


= ; | D 4 1 0 1. 4 : 
| Cons, ye Copids! twine the I 
| Bring along the ſweets of May, 27 
Wreath a flow'r-enamour'd. kirtle, 
For my yen” s wedding- day. . 


1 Beth... 
"3 3 and meek-ey'd Love, 

| Peace, —inhabitant above, 

- Joys harmonious deſcend, 3 
e our moments £0 attchd. ©, 


3 0 N 6 "xxxvhu. 


by raw? Voices, 


HP hard is the fortune of all women - 
| | ind? 
Por ever ſubjected; for ever confin'd, 
. Our parents contronl us until we are wives, 
And Ay to our huſbands _ . of our 
2 K. n 4 ves. . 


8 


— 


It only we "IS yet we hank 2 Gn | 
'B ut 1 er * n d to conceal ; 
# x | Deny's 


* 


or CHOICE SONGS, | 43 
Deny'd the true pleaſures of life to enjoy, 
We're ſham'd if we're. kind, and blam'd if 


we're coy. : 
SONG XXXIX. 
Thi L 0 7 K. SS 
OW haj * a lover's life paſſes, 
When beauty returns ſigh for ſigh! 


e looks upon ail men as aſſes, 
Who have not ſome girl in their eye. 


Wich a heart full as light as a feather, 
_ He trips to the terras or parks; 
Where ſwains crowd impatient together, 
And maidens look out for their ſparks. 


What ſweet palpitation ariſes 
When Nancy appears in full view! 
Her ſmiles at more value he prizes, 


nen- Than miſers the mines of Per u. 8 

| Tho? {wiſt-wing'd Time, as they're walking, 

5, Soon parts them, alas! by his flight; 

r By reflection he ſtill bears her talking, 

8 And abſent he keeps her in fight 

5 Whenever abroad he regales him, | = 

* 3 bacchus calls out for his las, 
5 ks | N is 
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His love for his Nancy ne'er fails him, 


: She's firſt in his thoughts when he riſes, | 


* 7 


No other amofoment he prizes, 


Her name 3 a zeſt to his glaſs, : 


Than thoſe that from Naacy ariſe; ; 


r N 20 


Then let not ambition diftreſs , 
Or fortune's fantaſtical chace; 


Love only with Nancy can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to embrace, 


4 
0 


. 2 
RS 8 
* | : 95 48 O N G. XL. WES: 
| | Tune,—0 the Broom, e. c 
OW happy were my days gl now, | \ 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel: F 
roſe with joy to milk my.cow, 
Or take my: ſpinniag · Wbeel. : 
My heart was lighter than a fi... 5 "A ( 
Like any bird I ſung, | — \ 
„Till he pretended love, andi > 185 
Beliey'd kis flatt' ring 1 f 
Oh! the fool, the filly, filly ſool, 
Who truſts what man may be! TI ] 
1 wiſh 1 was a maid. again, N 
* in * . o f 


80h 


3 
. 


F . 


7 
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$ONG:' XII. | 

TOW glorious their virtue, who nobly 
H contrive, EN” - 

he means to keep freedom and friendſhip 

„ lire: 8 
Who, firmly united, in harmony ſing, 
Whoſe hearts ate true blue to their country 
| and king. 4 : 


* 


1 CC 1 
All Maſens are ſuch ! bear the trumpet of Fame ! 
Our Order is happy, and glorious the name! 
Let poor thoughtleſs wfetches repair to a 
club, f "oh 8 
Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub, 
We ne ler let ſuch fools our ſociety join, 


For love and good will crown each glaſy of 
our wine. | 


You ner hear one Man another defame ! 
Our Order is happy, Cc. 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and right," 
A Maſon's a Patriot, to ſpeak or to fight. 
How _ were Great Britain, to com bat her 

oes, 33 | 
If-all knew as much as a Free Maſon knows? 


* 


— 


To all ſocial VIrtues We jaffly lay claim! !? 
Var Order is bappy, SG. 


ft 
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IT be ladies confeſs, with a ſatisfy'd air, 
That none like a Maſon is form?d for the fair; 
A whiſper, a look, and ſome moments chi; 


chat, LY 
Soon brings on agreement, and Jove, and all 
5 . 8 9 


2 ach beauty' 5 ce that bi is our or fans 
Dur Order is happy, & . v 


Old Time our ſociety's worth hal) entol, 

And Maſons be honour'd from pole unto "TH ; 

Now raiſe up your voices, and chearfully ſing, 

Suceels to all N and Sas. fave the King. 
& 41 ag. 

| 4s ſpotleſs as foo, ir our flory in fan: 

Our — Fs n. 92 tous wo naive { 


of 


1 - E 4 8 ? 
1 5 


* 
5 


4 


end Ta. 
=. ker: — is nn 


O irerted f is expreſiion | 

Soft emotions to impart, 5 
When we mean a foft confeflion, © af 
Ad yet ſeem to hide the heart. 

hen our boſoms, all complying, 

With delicious tumults ſwell 1 ,. 
And beat —what broken, fault'ring dying, 
* wou'd, dat cannot W d 
: bon * 5 | X | Deep 


SI 


1 o 
* - 
» L a 0 
# "A a 1 


Fr 


T 
B 
F 
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5 Deep confulion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek 
chic Aſk no more, behold your error, 
3 Bluſhes eloguently ſpeak: © 
4 all WI what cho? filent is my anguiſh? 
Ta Or breath'd only to the air 
1 Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 
ns Read what yours have written there, 


o that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong feelings view; 
Love has nought more fond, believe me, 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true.” 1 

From you, I am wild, deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch, 
This is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares doo WN 


— 9 5 
, * 
. . 5 4 4 - 1 . a * my 4 4 
* 32 P 
S : 0 
* . 
o 


* 


ing, 


- Y 


s O0 NG XIII. 


4 New Honting Song. 8 


OW ſweet in the woodland with fleet 
hound and born, 
To waken ſweet echo and taſte the freſh morn : 
Bat hard is the chace my fond heart muſt. 
- - purſue, 
For ps, fair r is loſt to my view. 


An 


ep 


* A cOLLEOTION. 


- Aſi me, chaſte Dian, the nymph oregain, Th 
| More wild than the roebuck and wing'd with, 

| diſdain, ad MM 
In pity o'ertake ber who wounds as ſhe flies, 


The“ Daphne's rare. is Wale “ 
[1 00 in * W 

8 0 N G.-XLY, 
Am ende and bappy, with wonder hex 

J TRE takes of the age; * | 


Who lavgh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 

And who only looſe pleaſures engage: | 

1 You way laugh, but believe-me you re all in 
the wrong, 

When you merrily marriage deride, 
For to marriage the permanent Pleaſures 
belon | 

In them we Wt only Goldes 


be; joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe 
3 Are fogitive—never ſincere, 

2 Ofc ſtolen with haſte, and; oft ſaatch'd 4 = 
1 +>  ſarpriſe, ; 1 g 
- Interrupted by doubts and by 3 
Bor thoſe which in legal attachments we gc, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, ] 
+ Js from ev'ry imbir'ring reflection refin'd,' 

* while life mu taſte j Joy III eo, = 7 
| * 5 


| l 
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in, 1 ove which ye boalt of deſerves not that 


th, name, . 

True love is with ſentiment join'd; 

Bat yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 

hat Rais'd without the conſent of the mind : 

When dreading confinement ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that quickly cloy'd : 

Ye are led and miſled by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deftroy'd. 


8, 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—frow a wife; 
Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature 
I choſe, | 
Theſe are beauties that charm us for life: 
To make home the ſear of perpetual delight, - 
| In Ev'ry moment each ſtudies to ſeize ; 
. And we find ourſelves happy from morning o 
| night, 
ures Wl By our ne endpavonrs to pleaſe.” 
2 be nt 0 


s Oo xl v. 


ear 


iſe, eee 
iy Clo by " Wright, and foe 5 * 
WM JF: the das 1 my childhood, As Agro. 
: play'd, 12 
ind, Among tbe youn : laſſes around? 


I way 92 * of laughing, * eue, 
1 al 
None n mertier ever was found ; 


* - 
: , 
- : . 
> = 
bet % Ty : 
„ . * 
* 
1 " . 
* * I % 
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Toll up the momentwith joy and delight, 

-] ſcarcely knew what I'd be a 8 4 ta 
Whatever was ir came to wy fight, 
1 could not help laug ng at that, | 


* 


Still the humour prevails, the” maturer In 
grown, 
I am happy to ſmile time away; 
The 222 of fancy I ſtill make my own, 
And pleaſantly ſpin out the day; 
= When the 085 or the ſplenetie, cenſure or 
0 cæamhide, 
At my innocent freedom and prate, . 
1 ritter to hear their nonſenſical pride, 
For 1 cannot help laughing at that. . 


- Young Colin declares for a huſband I'm fit, 
Zo de courts me from morning to night; 
On the charms of my perſon diſplays all 

his wit. 1 8 
And 1 own that it gives me delight; =_ 
He-talks of the . the church. and the 
ring, . G 
In praiſe too of conju al 2 ge 
That wedlock; indeed, is an excellent thing, 4 
$0 [ mnſt not get laughing at that. 


At length with bis wiſhes; iI mould comply, 
IA s at preſent I ſeem to incline, by | 
Tf but on his promiſes I may rely, 5 
Not to check this good humor of ay; 
To church with young. Colin ts No "ip N 


away » ' 4 
2 54 


OF: Hole son St | 
Aud anſwer all queſtions quite pat; 
When it comes to the critical word eld 


Ossr, 
I fall ſcarcely keep laoghing at that. 


8 0 N 6G xxx.. 
Aa in Vain. | 


e or Sung by Mn. Ker. 


N ſearch of ſome lambs, ban my flocks that . 
had ſtray'd, | 
One May morn, Iroam'd oer the plain; 

| But alas! after all the enquiries I made, 

t, I found it was Labour ia Vain. - 

ö 


all Then vex'd and fatigu'd, 1 1 in «a 
iy (687 7.0 Mhadey!  ': 
And ſong how young'Colin the La, 
the My love to obtain with-endearments eſſay'd, 
Bat he figh's, and he ſooth'd me in van. 


ing, Ab wel filly fool, (thus 1 chid my coy heart) 
Who cou'd let him unpitied complain, 
And ſuffer « boſom untainted with art,” 


ly, i To deſpair and to Labour in Vain. 

| | From the copſe full of rapture my Colin ges 
” eee 

trip Where he lark'd and * heard my fond | 
* e 


And b W FI e Now, 


Sa A COLLECTION, 


| | Now, now ( ſaĩd be) Phoebe, my paſſion requite, 
ud ao more let me Labour in Vain. 9 


p bluſh, gave my. band and my beatt d the 


youth, 
While he thank'd me again and again, 
And now to deny a return to his truth, 
W it were Labour in Vein. 


--- -* 
8 O N xl vi. * 


"Tis 4 pig indeed to be are. 


[Su by Mr. 555 derten. | 

| 1 Told : a Wy Jamſel a ea ſoft tale, 
Each eve as we fat in the ſhade, 
In hopes that in time my fond ſuit. might 
prevail, T. 8 41g; 
Poor ſhe was a delicate maid, 

I ſaid that my love was ſo ardent and tive, 
PDhbhat nothing my paſſion could care; 

But ſhe only anſwer'd, ahl. what ne 
Tis a pity indeed. to be fore. | 


| I-play's on my pipe, and ſoag-a foft ſong, | 

The ſentiments warm from my heart; 

She ligen! d. attentive, but then ere 'was Jong, 
Declar'd i It was time to | Gepunts 


wy ' "FN og 2 I preſs's 


On — F 


: 


eſs'd 


* 
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Ipreſs'd: her white band with a Ry. 


| ſmile, 
And ſaid, pity the pangs I-endure : | 
But no other anſwer cou'd gain all the while, 
Than, us pity indeed to be iure. 


At length little Cupid albiſted my plan, 
To ſoften the nymph to my mind. ; 
My wiſhes to crown, and my heart more 
trepan, 
She ſoon became tender and kind ; 
To chureh the next_dayaſhe conſented to go, 
Suſpenſe I no longer endure, | 
For wedlock's the os delight we can 


know 
Tis charming indeed to be ſure. | 
s ON XLVuL.”. 
blame flowery Banks 


_ Sung by Mrs. Kinn r. | 


N Summer, when the leaves were green, 
and bloſſoms deck'd each nee, 
Young Teddy then declar'd his love, His ert 
leſs love to me: 
On Shannon's flowery banks we fat, ad eie 
he told bis tale, | 
Oh! Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, O let food love 
= prevautlt PF z - _ 


„ A:COLLECTION 


— - — 
— — ⏑—— nt re — ů— —-— ———— — — — 
ET a —_ = * 
7 Wl * = * 
* 
S 1 . e 
0 L & 
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Ab! well. a-day! 5008 me pine in ſorrow 
and deſpair, 


Yet heed me not; — then ** me a0, and end 


my grief and eren 

Ab? no, "on youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch. lore 
demands my thanks, 

And here I vow eternal truth, on | Shanoon' 
_— banks inn 7, 


And aces we vow'd etergal uche on Shannon $ 
flow'ry banks, 


Aud then. we gather'd — ee! and 


play'd ſuch ardleſs pranks: 


But, woe is me! the preſe-gang came, and 
forc'd my Ned away. 


Juſt when we nam'd next morsing fair to be 
dur wanne day— 


Ny love, be 2 they fore'l me hence, but 


fill my heart 1 is thine,” + 


AY peace be your's, my gentle Pat. while 


war and toil be mine; 
With riches I'll return to thee : I ſobb'd out 
| words of th ks, 


And then he vow'd eternal bold on a Shanvon' 5 


flow'ry banks. 


| al then he vow'd eternal as on Shannon's 


flow'ry banks, - 


And then | ſaw him fail un and „ the 


boſtile . 44 


i 
90 4 
* 8 * 2 y 


= * 


* 4 "off 
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F m morn to eve, for twelve dull months, 


his abſence ſad I mourn'd, 


end © The peace was made, the ſhip came back, but 
Teddy neter return'd; 
ove n 
1 beauteous: face, his manly form, has won 
"n's a novler fair, 
| My Teddy's falſe, and I forlorn muſt die in 
ſad deſpair. 


on's 8 Ye geatls: maidens ſee me laid, while you ; 
| ſtand round in ranks, 

and And plant a willow o'er my bead, on Shannon” 4 
| flow ry n. | 


MOORE | 


. The Rural Swain. © 


＋ LL range KO the ſhad bk 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flow'rs, 


out in ſearch the garden and the grove, 
on's Te make = garland for my Love. | 

When i in the ſultry heat of day 
"ue My thirſty nymph doth panting lay, 


Pl haſten to ſame river's brink, 
the Or drain the roam, that the may ys 


2 At night if ſhe ſhould weary prove. 
om * bed 111 * Love; 


| And 


$6 A COLLECTION” 


And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And when diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies, 
- __ + Myſelf will never cloſe theſe eyes; 
But gazing ſtill with fond delight, 
I'll watch my charmer all the night. 


And then as ſoon as break of day 
 _ Divides the darkſome ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair, : 
To ſeek proviſion for my fair. 


But ſhould the nymph, whom thus 1 love, 
Too me Cer falſe or faithleſs prove; 
"PH haften to ſome diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


SONG L. : 
= „ | | Kitty's Charms. , a 
Is 131 ITTY's charms, when Jenny view'd 
1 His honeſt heart he Toft; | 


= His heaving breaſt then plainly ſhew'd 
How he in love was. crols'd. 


9 


He vrg'd his ſuit to this fair maid, 
1 And told how great his lo re? 
| Did i but know your heart, the ſaid, 
Tou might wy fayour prove.” 11 
dy 2 : N e 


"LET 
* 4.5% F 7 * v yd + 


| 


nd 


He 
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He ſwore that truth was in his tongue, 
Where never dwelt deceit: 

My deareſt dear, then ſay how long 
In anguiſh muſt I wait ? 


She heav'd a gh, Which told him plain 
His tale ſhe did believe ; 3 

She ſaid he ſhou'd not ſue i io vain= 
No longer did he 4 


Then to the church thay did repair, 
In ſacred ties were bound 
Ye Gods I can e er ſo true a pair 
In Hynes train be found ? 


. 
s O * = 
| Molly "of the Mill, 
ung by Mr. Anzowmerrnh, 


-BT Ports belle the flow'ry net” N 
The moſs clad hills, the dale; OTE” 
The ſhepherd piping on his reed, - 182. 
The maid with milking pail © 
The lark 4hat ſoars on pinions high, 
Or ſweetly purling rill; 
While I breathe forth a render . 
For Molly of the es RS | 


0 F p 
- 2% 3 * 
” - 5 
1 
= o | ; 
* . 
YA / 
. « 
* 
V — 
, 


„ 4 voLrecmion | 


In vain FA fing her charms T' 
And all her beauties trace; n e 
Such brilliancy informs her eye, 3 
ce e ee eee 
er eaſy ſhape, engaging air, 
My breaft with hor n 
No nymph ſo pleaſing, or ſo fair, 1 
As Molly of che Mill.” 0 


1 


Tis not her perſon's charms alone, 
The beaaties of her mindy 
| Wit, ſenſe, and ſentiment we own, 

In her are all combin'd © z 
Such is the nymph who-ſways my heart, 
And makes my boſom thrill: | 
Adorm d by nature more than art, 

9 * = cel 


s oN Lt. 
in: IEEE * 


With trumpets and cations? alarms ; 


et the . if they wall, dy thowr-rnloney or 
— *h "ae | 


Seek bonour and conqueſt in arms. 


| To live ſale, and retire, ie what 1 | 
Of my Locks and my Hebe poſſeſt; 


5 Les 25 tempeſt of war * be ns foo afar, 


For in them Tobtain true peace, without pain, 


5 the EN 0 55 of reſt. 


far, 


in, 


I a glorious emulation 


or HOICE. SONGS, 
ene corogs or cet like a ſhepherd, ta 


dwell, 


From all interruption at eaſe ; 3 


In a peaceable life, to be bleſt- with a wife, 
Who will pon her buſband to . | 


| WR 


 OVE's a.gnile, rous 
Source of all pr ke ; 


When with motual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unite, 


: . 


What are titles, 0 omp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content 2 


. 
n \ 
- 


K 


That falſe j joy which now dewitei Are 


When obtain 'd we may repent.” e [ 


Lawleſs paſſion 5 vexation, 0 


But a chaſte and conſtant love, 4 


Of the bliſzful ſtate above. 


Teng? iy. 5% 
| 2.5 en.. 


ovks. a tempeſt, life gol. deen, 
5 * che * Ie ; 


#% 3 „ , 
* 
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Rude and raging-tho? themotiony'- 4 
Virtue fearle braves the form. | 


: * 


RK} Storms and. "RPA may. blow over, | 4 
And fabſide to gentle gales; 7 a 
80 the poor deſpairing lover, 1 
When leaſt hoping, Ke N " 


„ 0 * O kv. 


43755 the THrant if the Har. | 
A Favourite Cantata, | . 


re 


ü OVER! the Tyrant of the Heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe, 
All his joys are full of i ſmart, 


Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 
Reiciratiyn . 


Sr 


'4 


Thus ſung 2 poor forſaken maid, 
Zy folly, not by love bead; | 
Ye fair, while virtue ſteels your breaſt, 
Fond love can neer diftorh yoor reſt. 


2 A 1 
Hes ſweet is os 4 e $ guide, 2 f 
Hos renguil is ny mind, bi 2 0 
4 440 1 1 
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As ſmooth ay ſummer's peaceful . 
As grateful and as kiod. 7 


The morning breaks ſerenely clas; ** 
To welcome in the day, | 


The evening comes without a "op 
And love our toils . 


* 
2 0 N 0 IVI. 
4 The Coofent Tar, 


-OVE; like the wind, is 'often tet 
Like the ſea it ebbs and flows; 

Let the youth whoſe heart is ranging. 
Fear the ©ymph whom moſt he knows. 3 


Bur give me, Fate, one fairhfal pilot, 

To direct aud guide my foul: 
Changing lovers then [I'll ſmile at, 

n nnn. ſhe's my pole.” {Rs 


o N G vl. | 
Y dog and. wy mittreſs u both of 


kind, 


4 45 — as fancy, -inconſtant as wind ; ; 


My 
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My * tollows e ey 7 range heel in "he 
ſtreets, 
And my. miſtreſs. is fond of eh fellow ſhe 
81 meets, 

Yeti in * of her arts rl. not. make the leaſt 

rife, 

| But be le. and i ws. and happy throogh 
1 E. 


2 1 
* #97 7 


Go Miſs where me in, and ha ſhe 
| | pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my and. reaze ; 
Her freedom ſhall never ĩmbiduet my glee, 
One women's the ſame as another to me; 
Sg, i in e 5 her airs, * not enn tha leaſt 
riſe, 14 


Bot be ehsgry, &6-\u 4 os 


3 laugh. at the wrotches _ fogidly pine, 
For falſe-hearted gy pfies,. they title divine; 
At the worſt of my love fits pi pbyfic I aſk, 
But that . is found in the t or the 
a 
For go things how they will, Tu not make 
tze leaſt . "7 
Bot bs cheary, "TE * 8 


The girl chat behaves with 200d meer 
and fenſe, 


- Shall fill te ay heart hre the wanne pre- 
| : N > | 


* 


© 


- 
- 
2 — — - 2 & * 
ow ke * 2 4 1 75 f 
a . -AN 
* * 
* 
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And for thoſe, that would jilt me, .deceive, 
| and betray, -. be 
In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh hem away, 

'Tis my final FIN not to ane the leaſt 


ſtrife, * ; | off AY: 
Aen. 48. ee "I Bra 
7 * N * ι aer 
s ONO vn. wo 
6; 2 0 5 E. 4 Patra, * ne. 
Set by Df. Ann. 
N Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
| Whoſe murmur invites one to. fleep ; 
1 y grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
ne, And my bills are white over with ſheep | | 
FJ 'T ſeldom have met with a loſs. £] 
K. Sach health do my fountains' beſtowv, 
the My fountains all border'd with moſs, YL | 
| | Where the hate bells and violets grow. 
nake Where the bare bells, de. 
I've found ovt a AN Rs my fade, Sm. b 
found where the wood pigeons breeds: i'r 
nour But let me that plunder forbear ; 
| She'll ſay,” twas a barbarous deed 5 
pre · For he ne'er could be true, the averr'd, 


| . Who could rob a poor bird of ite e: 
And 1 lov'd her the more when I heard 


© 


* 


PU a eons 
CS 
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Soch tendetneſs fall from her wog ue, 
Such een be. | OY, 


Bot whers-doce my Philtidn dy 5 ES. 

And where are her grots and her ber! 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 


The groves may perhaps de as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
Bat their love 1s not equal to mine. 


nnn 
be I, © NG LIX. 
e wt Wikis a7 abut u. | 
| Sing by Mrs. Wrienris at Faunball. | 


* Y pride i is 10 hold alt bas fo my 
he 


Mr *. bi — 


— 


chary 
= 15 prize, tho” 4 5e 1 Eldar, 
Ke them sud vex them, 
n plague and perplex chem, 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
I'll ſhew' them a woman as artful Is they. 


Young Dawes porſacd me; and bebe, 
vain youth, 

They meant to deceive, yer de boalled of 

. WWW 

2 "YICS 3 They 
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They kneel'd and they trembl'd, 
1 mile and diſſembl'd; 
I ſaw all their arts were but meant to betray, 


And prov'd there were women as artful as they. 


Then hear me, ye nywphs; and my counſel 
believe, 
Refift all their wiles, the deceivers deceive; 
Their chanting and whining, 
Their ſighing and pining, | 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; ; 
They pcove there are women as artful as they. 


HH. 
SONG. fx. 


O glory I covet, no riches I wank, - 
Ambition is nothing to mez . 


The one thing I beg of kind Heav'n to 8 ; 
Is a mind e and free, | | 


With aides unruffled, aste as ON 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare: 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly ape care. 


The bleflings which Provideate freely has lent, | 
Pl juftly and pratefolly prize; + 

With ſweet meditation, and chearful content, 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe, 


* G 2 | I ln 
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In the pleaſure the great man's poſſeſſions 
N „ "ow xaewrac ; 
Unenvy*d Plt-challenge: my part, 
For ev*ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey, 
' _ Contributes to gladden my heart. 


4 
of 


LY WR 


How, vainly, thro' infinite trouble and firife, 
| The many their labours employ! 

Since all that is truly delightfal in life, 

Is what all, if they will; may enjoy. 


A, 0 ty 


K 
e 


Cupid Triumphant. 


ew. the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing and love, and laogh with me; 

© Cupid is my theme and ſtory, 6 
is his godſhip's fame and glory, 

' How all yield unto his law, . _ 
n Ha, ha, ba, ha, ha, ha. | 


Ober the gtave, and oer the gey, 


Cupid takes his ſhare of play; = 
He makes heroes quit their glory, 
He's the god moſt fam'd in for; | 


A ad — 2 = — — = _ —_— 
\ —— * 
— — 
— ꝗ ꝗm 1p ⅛—l1m ⁵ A ] wr AE — 4 $9.94 m——y * * _ -” Pon 
5 
F * * 2 
* Vo * a 4 * 
- . 
» . a ” 
— ao % 
4 „ 
— i » 0 


| Bending them-unto his las. 
Ha, ha, ba, be, ha; ha. 


» 
4 


= 
4. * 
6 . v 2 . L 
-'F s. . * Sly 
0 % _ * 
= ” of 
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Sly, the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts: 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes ot faſhions, 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law. _ 
Ha, ha, n ha, ha, ha, 


ons 


Wan may ** theſe things are true; 
But they're fats *twixt me and you: 
- Then ye men and maids be wary 
How you meet before you marry, - 
Copid's will is ſolely law. b 
ö | Ha, ha, ha, ba, bs; ha. = 


OY 


80 N * 
The R 0 s 2. WW 


0 flow? r that blows 3 is like this Roſe, 

| Or ſcatters ſuch perfume, | 

Upon, my breaſt, oh! gently. _ ae 
And ever ever Wen. 1 | 


ha. 


Dear pledge to ator a parent's love, 
A pleaſing gift thou art, 

Come {wee 0 flow? r, and, from this hank | 
Live 1 in my heart, 2 


s 
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SON G IXI. 


Tie Love WRANGLE.. 4 ge 
| ü F'vi; 


Set by Mr. n 0 0 K. 4 
* 1 % nell. 


NC E on a time, no matter when or 
where, 
A wrangling ſcene took N was not bere. 
Three maidens fair arraign'd a luekleſs ſwain, 


Who'd dar'd to Court them all, and not in 


vain? 


| | Butyere 100 late, they, found the traitor 9 


plan, 
Thus met, they tried to ſhame the anf 
man 


+ And friendly Chorus thus his — began. J 


Fine 'Cronvs. 5 


come, fand round ye Swains, and ye Maidens 
draw near; 

A p_ accus'd, and the vile here. 
5 _ Here, bere, bere, here! Arai 
If 1 condemn him, if innocent ſpare, 
The nymphs who-are wrong, let them 92 222 

_ repair, 
| Here, here, bere, . 
Begin 


3 
* N 
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Begin then the Charge, who have cauſe to 
complain, 
Are the — all ready ? Where, where is. 
the ſwain? 
Hers, here, here, hete! 


380 LXW. 


. u. LOMTTON 
or What ole pro ge both by night: and 
FS .. by Gay, 
ere. Was it not your fond cuſtom to promile and 
in, n fy # = 
in I You pref mo, 

- Careft me; ¾“! 


8) I hardly was able to anſwer you, nay. 
| | | 
But then you could-go, and to others be kind, 


4 Try to bring other maidens as much to yo 
* mind; | - 
. 024 hs Careſt hem, l 


| Aid preſt them; Rs 
f I ta not your falſhood, for loye 4210 me 


. : ul Li . ng - 11 
1 But now all my alas is de into d hate 
| I will have my revenge, you ſhall feel 1 
| from Kate: | 
| PU haunt ye 
2 To daunt ye: 
May horns and ſuſpicion ne life be your 
pin ; fate! ; 


SONG. 


e #7 
4 : 


70 4 A 0 O LL. E CT 10 N 
Mr. W 5 1 . 


To court at one time three youn $ maids : 
bold elf ? | 8 N 


25 How well you muſt think of that creature 


- yourſelf,# 
One of us, I fancy; 3 very well do; ; 
[You'll find me enough of all | conſcience, for 
Lern 4 


e 8 you bh done, it all ; had 
% comply'd ? 

The law hes by one ſhepherd can ave bat one 
. en, | 
If 1 had been rated one third of a wile, 

In my . my had made * be ane for = 


8 \ 


. B 


= If once we could do 3 love and the men, 


We ſhould not be cozen'd again and again: 
Bpt love is * errand, and ſwains ſpeak their il | 
min 
I they Ga more heepiſ, 1 we might be too 
. ade...) go TH Ga: 


0 
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; Mrs. 


Ker. 


When you kneel'd at my feet, 4D. 
And you kiſs'd'me ſo ſweet, © | 


. 


What was 1 to think or to do? 


With joy and wich pain, 
I faw my dear ſwain=— — 


Was it wb ſo. muck art, 


To win a poor heart, Nan 
And leave its young owner to grieve? e 


Tho' a dupe to your charms, 
TI am ſafe from your arms, 


Get you gone, you ſoft lout, 
For your tricks. are found ont; 


Be hooted for this off the plain ; 


May the nymph ne'er be true, 
Who is coutted by you ; 


Nor 


SON G LxVI. 
V.. 


I not to be tinted in love, 


ARROWSMIT#H, 


yet to be ſtinted in ladies; 


I 1 1 could bill like a dove; 17 
And courting my pleaſure and trade i 7 
1 | a J 


Oh! I had not been in love but for you ? 


, 
* 5 


4 


And the tongus that was made to deceive, 


May you love, and be lov'd not Again. oh 


- * 
s. 4 


8 . 
ES 


; 

. 7 N 
| 
: 


| Nan three at onde 


b ob! 15 ſpare me, and think of my y-yoath 1 


Wben dear Hymen is in ſeaſon: 


a —_———— — 
* 
DU Aa at os. $7... ihe. 8s as 
p 
« 1 - 
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I lik'd one for the charms of her face; 
For wit and for wiſdom another ; 


| The Third, for a nameleſs ſoft grace; 


Then why i is ſo mighty a * ? 
put all theſe elaine in one; "TIE 
To one, only one. l'Il be ſteady; 
But ſurely the ſwain ygu won't aun, 


* 


aun ETTo. 


Vou're @ foe both to virtue and amd. = 
I never have done ſo before 
You never ſhall do ſo once more. 
Twas. love put it into my: bead. : 
We'believe not a word you have . 8 
A mark ſhould. be ſet on the ſwain, 98 2% 
Leſt he cheat and deceive. us ene 


IC. — ö 7 
„ Haie 2 bie 


Fi. Las Cunego. it 8 
Let ſweet, love be flill the = 20h 
10 2 


Let not falſhood be the fa | 
One for one, is ſure intended; 25 
And the role cannot be mended. 
One's enough in any reaſon, 


Love for Love will make us jolly; 
__ for Than i is crime 1 8 r 0 


* 
o wel 
i 


sone 


„ 


NG 
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And graſp my whole wiſh on my wedding day. 


$ 0 N G LXvIl. "LN 


The Wedding Do. f 


N E e 'as poor Colin hp muſing on 


With his heart fall of love, and a” vaporous 
bead, 
To wing the dull how, and his ſorrows allay, 
How ſweetly he ſung of his wedding day, 
O'what would I give for a wedding day! 
O what would | give for a wedding day! 
Wealth and ambition I'd loſe you away,. _ 
With all'you can boaſt for a ; wedding-day. 


Should the Heavens bid me aſk, and with lie · 
dom implore, 

One bliſs for the anguiſh I ſuffer'd before, 

For Jeſſy, dear Jefly, alone would I pray, 


Bleſt be. the approach of my wedding day, 

PI hail my dear nymph on my wedding day; : 

Earth ſmiles more charming, and heaven 
more gay: 

And . vans on my wedding day. 


But Pons. who equity ſov'reign prefides, 
Yer hearts of the ladies, and flow of the-tides, 
Unhappily changts—has changed her mind ! 
eie]! could à wife prove c'er conſtant or 

„ kind? 

. * why 


— 
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Why was I born to a wedding day? 
Curſt, ever curſt be my wedding day. 
Colin, poor Colin,” has changed his lay, 
And _ all his plagues from his wedding 
: aY. ; 


* 
Bachelors, be warn'd by the ſhepherd's diſtreſs, 
Be N your freedom to meaſure your 
bliſs; | | 
Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey, 
And blaſt all: your hopes on a wedding day! 
Horns are the gift of a wedding day! 
Want and a fcold crowns a wedding day! 
Happy's the gallant has a wife while be may, 
And prefers a ſtiff rope to a wedding day. 


| S888 
s ON G LXVIIL 
The Parting Kii. 
NE kind kiſs before Te part, 1 
ö Drop a tear and bid adiebw, 


Tno' we ſever, my fond heart, 
Till we meet, ſhall pant for you. 


Yet, yet weep not ſo my love, 
Let me kiſt that falling tear, 


_  - Tho' my body muſt remove, 


All toy ſoul mall Hill be here. | 
* ? Re ” g F All 
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All my ſoul and all my heart, | 


Ev'ry wiſh ſhall pant for you. ? 
7 One kind kiſs, then, ere we part, ar 
ding MW. Drop a tear and bid adieu. 
treſs, | r -. k 
your F To 
SONG LXIX. 
ey, | 
! . 
«A | For three Voices. 
ay ! 
ins HILLS, my faireſt, how can you deny 
ys 2 8o conſtant a lover ſure never came nigh thee; 
Conſtant in love, ever faithful in daty, - 
AY by thy charms, and enſlay'd by thy 
| auty 3 
Nay, ſach is thy power, tua and Saulen 
That I'm rais'd up to heaven, or ſunk down 
to r a wy ai 
— —— £ 
8 0 N 6 LAX. | wad” 
1 27 101 v4 - = 
8 3 i 
For two Veicer. Was 
\UOTH Jack, on a "uy Tom mm 
declare it. ; | 
Pye a mind-we ſhould foddle | our noſes e | | 
Al | ut 3 0 


9602 H 2 | Sey, 
4 g 
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Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you 
4 | think; 2 
Vis on you, ſays Jack, who can live without 
* drink? F? 
n ne er baulk my wine, here's to thy repoſe, 
Tom pretends not e. pray look at his 


—_ noſe, 
—_ TTL] ( 
| S ON G XXI. | D 
d by Mr. %. 
AlL no more; ye learned We 1 
Gainſt the joys the bowl * 

Sound its depth; and fill your Heide 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 5 
Fill chem higher ſtill and higber. A 
- - © Shallow draughts perplex the ann L if M 
Sippiag quenches all our fre, 0 
Bumpers light k_np —. it 

Draw the ſcene ' al wit and pleafore. 6 
Enter jollity and joy: 8. A 
We for thinking have no leafore, | T 
Manly'mirth 1s our-employ : 75 B 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 7 


We'll the preſent hour engage; 5 
And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
Wich applauſe weib at the Ne. . 


1 , : : * 
. 1 SONG 
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you 3 0-5 "ONION 
ak _ 

s ONO LX un 

The Diſepoioiad Line, 10 


Py : 


oſe, 
his 


\INCE e bas prov'd ſo untrue, 
ri to 
Poor Datby, ah! what can you do? ri tol, 
No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, tol de, 
But ſell off and gallop to town, tol de, 
ll, dreſs and ſtrut with an air, tol de, 
The barber ſhall (wiggle my hair, tol, 


In town 1 ſhall cut a great daſh. ; 
But how for to compals the wry — 
| At gaming, perhaps I may wi 
FS! With cards l can take the la in, 
Or trundle falſe dice and they're nick'd, 
If Pm found out, ſhall only be kick'd. 


But, firſt, for to get a great name, 
A duel ſhall "ſabliſh m fame; g 

To my man then a chal enge In write, 

But firſt PII de ſure he won't fight. 

We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 

T * ſhoot Wan r devil: a bal. 


8 A COLLECTION: 


8 0 N G. LXXIn. 8 
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Sung by Mrs. i. CRSELL. 


OFTLY found. the martial trompet, 
Now the din of wat 1s o'er: 
- Peace, fair Majd, prepare a bapgeet, 


LaurePd berots' pant no more. 


A calm retreat, where roſes Wi 
With moſfy roſe; and ſwert oa dise. 
Shall recompence ybur tojl and care ;— 
You' ve ſheath'd+ the 8 goard the 


fir. 


| 


- * Jn ; m 
- 4 1 * 
Fs, " ; * ” 
F * 
, . 
2 * =. o 1 ED * 
> * 


-$0NG Ak. „ 
be 


amd. Autumn 8 3 are. paſt, 
The winds begin bleakly to blow. 
And Winter comes forward in haſte, 5 
h Al clad in bis mantle of ſnow, 4 | 
Ide Zephyrs affrighted ate fled, | 1 
" | IWhile he ſpreads it all over the green 3 
Genius of Nature ſeems dead, , 
Aud — pre: ade: er ſcene. | 


„ 


Ah! 


| the 


pal, 


h! 
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Ah! where is the all- plaſtie pow'r, 
Whoſe vigour ſo lately appear'd. s 
When the jeſſamine bloom'd in the bower, 
When the voice of the linnet was heard, 
While'the fragrance of roſes freſh blown 
Was bbrne on the wings of the gale; 
As the Spring in full radiance: ſhone, 
And harmony breath'd thro? the vale. 


Yonder thorn, ahich ſo horrid is ſeen, 
Then with bloſſom all gem like were 
- crown'd;. -_ h 


And the landſcape was gay and lvrone, 


Which now looks ſo louring around. 


The ſtreams now bound up by the froſt, 


In beauteous meanders then roll'd ; 
And theſe clouds that by tempeſts are toſs'd, 
Gliuer'd gaily with purple and gold. 


'T'was FRE. with my Delia, ſweet m ug. 
To the woodlands and hamlets I rod, 
How pleaſant the ſcenes where 1 Kray u, 
Alone with the maid that 1 lor. 
Scarce a mead or a vale but-receiy'd 
Some mark of our amorous flame; 
Scarce a tree o'er the ſtreamlet that way'd — 
Bat was carv'd with my fair ne 5 name. 


But the ſeaſon of pleaſure i is paſt, 
Alas! it will never return, "I = 

That bliſs was too precious to laſt : = 
I have nothing to do but to mourn, me 


% ACOLLECTION 
My Delia abandon'd the plain, 


* ” 
* 


With the ſammer ſhe quitted the ſhore, 


The ſummer will glad us again; 


But her * will chear me no more. 


Then fare wel my pipe and my crook ! 


My ſheep all neglected may ftrav, 1 
Since pleaſure my breaſt has forſook, 

1 can tend them no more the long "yp ; 
But in deſerts all ſhagged with thorns, | 

Like ſome ghoſt, diſcontented I'll rove, 


De ſpaiting, diſtracted, forlorn, 


| e of Deli and love. 
-- Hom NT. 
DELTA. 

Set to Muſic by Dr. Anne, 


oFfT pleafing pains onknown before, 
| My beating boſom. feels, 

When. | behold * peaceful bow'r 

Where deareſt Delia dwells; +. 


There daily.do 1 drive my flock, ' 


Ah J. bappy,. bappy vale, 
There ſigh and look, and while 1 look, 
My fighs increaſe the gale, _ 


| = 


. Sometimes at midnight do I ſtray, .. 


. Beneath the inclement ſkies. 


be And there.m my true de votion pay 
5 


* I lleep-ſeald eyes; 


8o 


_% © 


$o 
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So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 
To kiſs alone the clay · cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd layourice ſaint. 


Oh! tell, ye 8 has hold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 
Ah, why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare 


For which 1 fiph in vain: 


But let me not at fate repine, 
Or thus my prief impart, 

She's not your tenant, ſhe is mine, 
Her manſion is my heart. 


JM * 
sONG IxXxXVI. 


% 


The Parting Lowers. © 


INCE eloyy calls 1 muſt away, 
Dear Nancy, why theſe e 
Thy William's duty is to way 
His ſword, ry care all fears. 


With gallant. Rodney on the main, 
We'll date each hoſtile foe;'. © BY, 
And firmly brave the worſt of pain, * 
Nor rd no Ner- dow. r 


94868 


. + 33 


\ ; 
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; 


What if a ball ould end my cares, 
Let not my love repinez; ' 

Believe the heart which ſcorn'd all fears, 
Till death was only thine, | 


\ 


| MO Rt 
y ONG. IXXVII. 


M I LE, Smile! Brivannia, Smile! 
| Thy Genies comes again, 
To guard thy fruitful Ille, 
And thunder o'er the main: 


Thy gallant Sons diſdain their eaſe 


To crown thee miſtreſs. of the ſeas. 
Thy gallant Sons, &c. 


While dauntleſs they advance. 
And bid the Cannons,roar, 
- They'll ſcourge the pride of France, 
Aad ſhake, the Gallic ſhore : K 
Deriding Tem gpeſts o'er the waves, 
* With courage never known to faves, 


The decks all ain'd with blood, 
The bullets wing'd with fate,” 


| The wide and reltleſs flood | I 


Cannot their flame abate. 
In Hoop and BarnineTos awake | 
"The Souls of Russz l and of BLaze. 


\ 


-- % : 


6 


Britons, 


+Y „„ Awe „„ a. 
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Britons, purſue: the blow, 
Like Sons of freedom fight: 
Convince the haughty foe, 
That you'll maintain your right, 
Defiance bid to F rance and Spain, 


Aſſert your empire o'er the main. 
Defiance, &c. 


een 
SONG LXXVIII. 
Fackey to the Fair. 


7 WAS on the morn of ſweet May day, 
When Natore painted all things gay, 

When birds did ſing and lambs did play, 
And gild the meadows fair; . 
Young Jockey early in the morn 
Aroſe and tript it o'er the lawn; ＋ 
His Sunday cloaths the youth put on, 

For Jenny had vow'd away to run 

With Jockey to the * ' 
Far Jenny, &:. | ES. | 


The chearful pariſh belle had n e 
With chearful lle ps he trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Wich Shepherd us'd to wear; 
He tapt the window, * Haſte my dear 3 
Jenny impatient, cry'd,. Who's there?“ 
»Tis I my love, and no one near, | 
4 *, Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 
wich * to * Fair. 


$3: C . 8 


Tu 


„ A'COLLECTION 


My dad and mamma's faſt aſleep - 


My brother's up and with the ſheep 1 | 
And will you now your promiſe keep? 


Which T have heard you ſwear ? 


And will you ever conſtant prove? 


Iwill, by albthe pow'rs above, 

And ne'er deceive my conſtant dove; 

| Diſpel theſe doubts and haſte my love 
With Jockey to the Fair, 


_ © Behold the ting.“ the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride? © 


Let Cupid be our happy guide, 

| © And Hymen meet us there.“ 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He would be conſtant,” would be true; 


His word was pledg'd, away ſbe flew, 


Oiler couſlips tipt with balmy dew, 
Wich Jockey tothe Fair. 


Io raptures meet the joyful throng 


+ Of gay companions blithe and young, 
Each join the dance, each joia the ſong | 


To hail the happy pair. 


In turns there's none ſo fond as they,” ©. © 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The tmiling'morn of blooming May, 


When lovely Jenny ran away 


Win Jockey to the Fair. 


at © «s Ld.  * 


* 
” : 
N 
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SONG | 1xIxx. 


4 pl in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all thiogs gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin with the morning ray, 8 
Aroſe, and ſung his rural lay; 

Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 

The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 

While Roſlin caſtle heard the ſwain, 


And eccho'd back the chearful ſtrain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and fing ; - 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a ſong: 
To Nannr raiſe the chearfol lay, 
O bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn, 


O hark. my love, on ev'ry ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his laß: 
is beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, ; 
And love inſpires the melting ſong: 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, - 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warm, 
. And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarm. 


: 
- bs 
"IX [ ' 
S 8 1 O come, 
= 6 ' 
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| | 0 come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away; 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine, 
| O hither haſte, and with thee bring 


{ 


| ' That beauty, blooming like the ſprivg, 5 


Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 1 
And charm this raviſh'd heart of NE. -< 


— — | = \ 
"oP o N XXX. 
| Your Rias Battle. 8 0 


A bosse New Song in the Mo 
dine terror dee ac 1 
FT HE Briziſh Lien is my . 8 
A roaring trade T drive on 
3 Right Engliſh uſage, neat French wine, | 
A Landlady may thrive nn: 
At Table de Horte, to eat and drink, 
3») Let French and Engliſh mingle ; 
| And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the | ama jingle.” 36195! 


: 


Your Rhino Ratile, come 
Men and cattle, come 
All to Mrs. Caſey : 
Of trouble and e | 5 
My jewel, my honey, 


7% 


1 
84 


Pil warrant * — you 1 
| When 
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When Greſs'd and ſeated in my dar, 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come; 
Let Captains kiſs'me if they dare, | 
Js Sir, you're kindly welcome! 
On ſhuffle, cog, and flip I wink, 
Let rooks and pigeons mingle, 
And if to me they bring the chink, 8 
Faith let the gleſſes jingle. 
Your Rbino rattle, ce. 


: 67 


Let Love fly here on Alken wings, | 
His tricks P11 till connive at; 

The lover, who would ſay ſoft binge. 
Shall have a room in private: 

On pleaſure I am pleas d to wink, 
80 lips fo kiſſes mingle; 

For while to me they bring the chink, - 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle, N We 

Your Rhigo-ratile, &c. 5 


K 
1 „ 
. My Friind and Pitcher, © 
From the. oOo 80 . 


\HE wealthy fool, with bels in lore, 
Will ain 2 to grow richer ; 
50 


ve me but theſe, 1 aſk no more, 
*y 2 Zirl, Ie friend, and Fe. 


My _ 


88 A-COLL ECTION 


My friend e my nl, Jo fair! Si 

With fuch ubat mortal — be richer ? : 

Give me but the/e, a fig for care, 
With my ſuveet girl, Sn. and pitcher, 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve 
Io oil, a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that when I come home at eve, 

I might enjoy my friend and pitcher: 


My friend fo rare! Sc. 


© Tho! fortune ever uns my door, 
[ know not what can bewitch her? 
With all my heart, can'T be poor? 3 


Wich my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
4 36 Hes. A h revel oe. 6 431 l 5 


; 
/ : $4.5 x 
- ' E 


— . 
s ON-G- LAXXIT, | 


KEY 
" is 4 


Dale Dan 
From e Poo serer. | 
** late I was plump; round wad ty, p. 
| I now am as thin as a R 
b. O Love is the cauſe of my folly, $2 th | 
| A | N aer er N . h 


Mam ON HR 5 30 18 
. : 
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ing a — nagety, nagtty, tragety . 


And gooſtberam  foodle, fagey, feagety, 
: | nigety, man. 


Dear Kathleene then why did you flout me, 
A lad that's fo coſey and warm, 
Oh! every thing's handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing ditheram, Ge. 


What tho? I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend; 
Un ſunday Lride on my poney, 
| And ſtill have a bit for a friend, 
% Sing ditherum, e. ö 


The cock courts, his "FOR all arones me, 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove; 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look and think on my love. | 
Sing ditherum, Oe. 


CLE | 

0 IXXXIII. 
Ys Fram the' Opera of. FonTarWBLEAU, | 
BH Sung, by Mr.. Johnione. . + 3+... 
| W | M* morning of life, ah! how tranquil 0 


* 
* 
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Neo care-found a place in my breaſt; 
M y noon. yy, is evening, and ſans. met be 
my nig * 
A night without comfort. or rell. 


| The flood how iran with an. 


des! 

Tho? tempting, too late, to his col. 
Beneath, for his heaven who wantonly ien, 

In ſtreams of falſe pleaſpre is lolt.- 


eee 
s ON Arn ;ba 
Sung by n. Banwroren. * 


H. "lingering time, Why with us ay 
O When abſent love we mouth ! * 
And Hy fo nimbly glide away 18 
At our true love's turn? EET. 


Ak, gentle time, the youth 3 

Whoſe abſence here 1 mourn; 

The chearfal hours in pity ſend 
That bring my love's return. 


© I feel my heart with rapture beats / * 
No longer ſhall 1 mourn; 1 
My lover ſooh with ſmiles 111. meet, 


[\ And bail his dear-return, | 1 Ty 
$6 By) * 1 | e F 1 5 4 


1 1 
0 


ie i | . 
3 a .SONG 
wt ? 
- - 
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9 


„ oO NG IxXxIV. 
"Bong by Miſe Wu 12 „ Tr 


32 GEARCH all the wide creation eevind,” 
Oa earch, or deep ptofound, h 
To ſome great univerſal end, 
Power, ſenſe, iaſtinct, reaſon, tend; 
Dis love, ſweet univerſal love! 


Why Phoebus ſmile upon the morn? 

Why lend a ray to Dian's horn? 5 

Why flowers perfume the breath of nog! 

Or why do birds on hawthorns ſing ? 
Tis love, {weet univerſal love! 


With, honour join'd, oh! form'd to bleſs, 

Thy power let every heart confeſs; 

If ſenſe and reaſon but remove, 

The bandage from the eyes of love, .. 
. Of love, ſweet vaiverſal ye” 


OD Keane. 
1 YOM IXXXV. | 
: {Joon by Mr. ED .. 18. 


* London my life is a ring of 1 
e u U e nig 
g * I ſnooze. 


1 


80 Ido with a Bla 


"000 - A+ C'O'L LECTION- 


— Hommums' till nee, perhaps 


later, * 4 * 2 f 7 


I rattle the bell, and I roar up the Wolters 
Your honour, ſays he, and ups we a leg, 


He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg; 
For tea in the morni erf op I renounce, | 
of right chert 0 
With ſwearing, | testing ne javmings 
flaſhing, ſmaſhing, - ſmacking, cracking. 


rumbling, tumbling ; 


Lavghbing, quafting, ſmoaking, Joaking, og | 


gering, ſta ger ing 


' So thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, 1o green and ſo 


mellow z - 
This, . the life of 'a ad kene ſlow. 


M, pha'ton I mount, and the Plebs they al 


Rave," | 
I handle my reins, aud my elbows 1 ſquare; 


My ponies fo plump. and as white as a lilly. 


Through Pall-Mall T ſpank it, and op Piccz- 
 — dilly; ; 
Tin loſing a wheel, egad dowii I come ſmack, 


So at Knigh: blaze I mow myſelf i into A 
hick ; 


At Tatterſall's fing 3 a leg over r. my nag, 


Thos viſit for dinner, then drefs in x 2 4 


Wich ſwearing, Kc. 


94 roll round dhe Garden, and cal ville de Rec 7 
And inen at both OY pop in my noſe; 
1 2 lost | 


# - "— 
* 


©, And the fair hat 1 * love! - 


or CHOICE SONGS. 93 
I lounge in the lobby, laugh, locate, flide and 


wag ger, { 
Talk loud, take 2 money, and out again 


flagger. 
I meet at the Shakeſpeare a good natured ſoul, 
Then down to our club at St. James's I roll ; 
The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 
With ſwearing, &e. 


— 
80 NG LXXXVI. | 

; Sung 'by Mr. Jounsronr. A 5. 
ET Fame found the tromper, nd ery 

„ id the war!” 

et glory re- cho the l 1 
The full tide of honour may flow fromthe ſear, 
And heroes may ſmile on their pajn. N 


The treaſures of | $45) lex Bacchus diſplay, 
Aud ſtagger about with bis bowl; © -* 
On ſeience, let Sol beam the luſtre of a : 

And wiſdom give light to the foul, --: - 


1 India unfold her rich ges to the view, 
Each virtue, each joy to improve; . 
Oh, give me the friend that 1 know to be mus 


What's 


„ A COLLECTION 
| Whar'sglary bot pride ? z vain bubble is fame, 
And riot the pleaſure of wine; 


* s riches but trouble ? and title's a name, 
1 {rieathhip and love. tro divine! 


* * * K K 
8 0 NG txxxvi, 
THE. HERMtT. 


* An the cloſe ef the — BY 8 
b 1s "Nil; - 


And mortals the ſweets of n 


prove; 
Wben nough but the torrent is heard on, the 
ill 

And nooghr but the nightingale's ſong in the 
| » groves 
| *T'was then by the cave of a mountain redlin'd, 
A dermit his nightly complaint rhus began: 
Though mournful bie "numbers, his ſoul was 


n'd; 
He OE: a3 a tage, tho' he felt t 2 man. 


| Ab1 why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and wor? 
| Why ider lovely Philome! flows 407 fad 


train, 
Fer ere mall return and 3 lover beſtow,” 


47, . yy? 
ow 1 
- 
„ . i N 
- 


of | 
I 


, 


— 
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And 20 boſom | no trace of misfortune 
retain? - 
Yet if pity inſpire thee, ob ! ceaſe not the lay, 
Mourn, ſweeteit complainer, man calls tbee 
to movrn 3 


ob! ſoothe. him whoſe pleaſures like thine 
paſs awa 
Full quickly they paſs, but a4 never 


return. 


Now gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon balf extinguiſh'd her creſcent 
diſplays; 
Bot lately 1 — when majeRic on bigh, 
She ſhove, and the planets were loſt in her 


. blaze;” 
Roll on, thov fair orb, 2nd with gladneſs 
puriue 
The path that conducts thee to Ln 


ain; 
But man's 's faded glory no change hall fenew, 
Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain. 


Tis night, and the 3 is lovely no 
more, 
I mourn, but ye woodlands I moura not for 
vou; 
For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore, 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glit- 
© Vring with cew; 


i) 


Nor 
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An 

, Nor yer for the tavage of winter I 'mourn, , 

_ * Rind nature the embryo bloſſom. will ſave; © Th 

But when 15 ſpring vit. the movideriag 4 
urn 

Ohl when ſhall it dawn on the night of the An 

A Prayer. Soi w 6 

8 | = 

SOG N Lxxxvin, WA 

- Sung in the Br Oris. i * 


8 IN CE law was made foe every degree, 
To purge vice in others as well as in we, 
1 wonder we have not more company 
Upon Tyburn Tree: | 
Bot gold from law can take out the line, 
And if rich men like the poor were to ſwing, 
It would thin the land, ſuch. numbers Would 


Ct ” 
Upon Tybara Tres: | | | 

. et n q T 
43 In 
8 O N G XXXIX. 

T 


E —_ pales! that fan the 1 
| . And wanton in the flow'ry. grove, 
Go whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pains and endleſs love. 


; And 


And 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 
And in the ſultry noon of day, 


When ſhe ſhall ſeek ſome cool retreat, 


Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 


And when ſhe ſees their beauty fade, 
And all their pride neglected lie; 

Let it inſtruR the lovely maid, | 
That ſweets not gather'd timely die, 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious viſion ſhew 


Who 'tis that loves Amelia beſt, 
n what for her | undergo. 


SONG xc. 


Sung by Mr. Banni 1 E K. 


ALK not of your Aitiy acres, 
Arts plebeian ſink the mind, 
Tallow-chandlers, butchers, bakers, 
Are to real glory blind. 
In a tide of gold and guineas, 
Like Pactolus“ tho? you roll, 
Trade got wealth, diſeaſe, and fin 16 
The yellow-jaondice & the ſoul, 


K f . 


„ 


Le 
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Let me not poſſeſs a ſhilling 
To make me rich, no riches give, 
Fill me coffers, as you're filling 
They ſhall empty like a fieve, - 
I, if money burns my pocket, 
Periſſi in a glorious fires _ 
You keep winking in the ſocket, 
And | in ſmoke and ſtink expire, 


A —K 
s oO cl. 


9 =» 


A Bacehanalian Wo s 
Hs Sung 5 Mr, ArROWSMITH. 
Set dy Dr. A ENE. 
HEN here's-to thee Tom, and here's to 
thee Will, 
Since we're wet, let us ling. no let's merrily 


; qua 
4 The. bottle __ bowl ſhan't 2 moment ftand 


ſtill, 
Who at when again we mo, gayly may 
- auph! 7) 
This day — own, be the 40 without 
917 ſorrow, | 
Por life, my brave boys, may be over to- 
8 Morrow. | | 


| Whar'er 


t'er 
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Whate'er you intend, or to-do, or to ſay, 
Make ſure of the preſent, and all will goright; 


For he 2 has liv's as he ought the whole 
ay 


May fleep wick content on bis pillow at night, 


Make ſore of to day, that the next may 'at | 
be ſorrow, - 


For life, my brave boys, may be over to- | 


Kerr 


Ye lovers who're young, and more ſo, who 
- 1s ol + 


Negle& not a mpment to make the fair kind ; 


For love has got wings, and your girls may 
be cold, 


if to-day you can'tyet them to be of your mind. 


If you loſe bat an hour, it may bs to youe 
ſorrow. - 
Love and' life my brave boys, my be over 
| do- morrow. | 


$4 
WS: Y 


Then cruſt not to- -morrow, to- Os not 


here, 
er is the ſeaſon for boſineſß or play 3 0 


Who have not loſt their time, can have, moe: | 


: thing to fear; 
Who thinks of to-morrow is loſiag to-day. 
Now, now is our own; not of time let. os 


| borrow; © | 
ur us live 28 if life hoald be over * 


(4827 Murrow. 25 


4 [ 

9 1 g 8 l . 

„ '$ONG 
, * 
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SONG XC. 
A Arg Re by Mrs. Kenwevr, 


'H AT virgin. or ſhepherd, in valley or 
grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays : 
The ſong of the heart, and the offepring of 


love, 


When ſung in my Corydun's —_ 


3 _ Og brook and o'er brake as he dies to the 


ower, 

How lighiſome my ſhepherd can trip! 
| And ſure when of love he deſcribes, the loft 
wer, 


» The honey- dew drops from his lip! 2 


| How ſweet is the primroſe, the vigher bow 
ſweet! 
"And ſweet is the eglantine breeze; 
Bo Corydon's kiſs, when, by . we 
meet. bin 
To 2 is far ſweeter than theſe. 


Es blot at bis raptores, 1 hear all his vows, 
1 figh when I offer to ſpeakyz, 
And ob ! what delight my boſom allows, 
When I feel the ſoft touch of his HEE 


Reſponſive 


be 


* * e 
. 
7 


Not to wait beyond our prime. 


Let us bearken then to reaſon, - 
Let's be happy while tis noon; 


OF-CHOICE SO N'G 8. io 


2 ee and ſhrill be the note from the 

| pray, 

Let the pipe through the villegy reſtund ; ; 

Be ſmiles in each face, O.ye ſhepherds to-day, 
And ring the bells mernly round. 


Your favour: prepare, my companions, with 
ſpeed, 


Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to "ide, 2 | | | 
A twelvemonth ago on this day I agreed | 
To be 1291 lov'd — $ bride. \ ; 3 


so xcin. 2 
A RO N D E A U. 
— C Mrs. We: ene. 
VERY year impairs life's assy 558 
Robs us of a charm aud grace, 2 
Takes away a joy and pleaſare, FEED 
Steels ſome- roſes v. the face. 
'Tis our intereſt and our duty 


To arreſt the hand of Time; 
Not to loſe a ſpring of deauty, 


- "9 . 
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Let us catch the ſummer "TIFF 
on oils will come too ſoon. 


$ONG XCIv.. 
Mind Huſſer. whot you do! 
Sang by Mrs, Wa eg. 


5 Wa, I was of tender age, 


And in my youthful prime; 
My mother oft wen'd, in a rage, 
Cry, girl, take care in time; 
or now you are ſo forward grown, 
The men will you purſue; 


And all the day this was her tone, 


| 


Mind, Huſſey, what vou do! 


| Regardleſs of her fond advice, 


1 haſten'd o'er the plain, 
Where I was courted in a trice 
Zy each young ſylvan ſcain: 


But, by the bye, 1 muſt declare, 


J virive had in view, 


Alcho' my mother cry'd, Beware, | 


nn, what you WF 


2 To Daman, gayeſt of the a 5% 


1 gave my PR hand, ln 


* . 
2 18 
* 
„ . 
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His blooming face, and comely mein, 
| could not well withſtand: 


But ftrait to church we 'ttipt away, 


Wich hearts both firm and true, 
Ah! then my mother ceas'd to ſay— 
Mind, Huſſey, what you da? 


Ye laſſes all attend to me, 
And hence this leſſon learn, 


When to your mind a-man you ſee, 


Ne er look moroſe or ſtern ; 


But take him with a free good will, 


Should he have love for you, 
Altho* your mother's crying ſill, 
_— Huey, what you do! 


91 4 
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Give me back my PA again l 


. 


Sung by Mes. K 


"HEN dewy morn on moon 
bright, 
. our nymphs to ſport ad play: ; 


To me their ſongs give no delight, 


beams 


4 + 


Love tunes my ſad and mournful lay ; ; 


And all the day long, 
81 ing this ſad 833 | 


* 


Return 


1. 
: 


- 


06 A COLL E OC LON 


Return to my arms my dear ſwain; 
O love bring him here, | 
To'baniſh my care, 

1 me my dn back . 


© - 9 bh EL 


4 9 * G vcvi. 
I. the Comid of © Two 70 one. 
Sung by Miſs « Groupe.) Fe 


N — 


| OW happy the 2 abe 
| H Gain ſweethearts ftuck all of a row, 
That if one ſhould deſert from bet arms, 

She ſtill has two firings to her —_ 


$hou'd Thomas prove falſe, Ll hs rob 
My heart of its quiet! O n-o; 

For if Thomas is gone, —there is Bob,. 

1ll have two firings to 5 vny? 


— 


Then 'tis not ſo-conmon a thing 
Can vex me, I'd have you co know, 


Since | have two beaux to my ſtring, 
Az wo” as I to . 1 


— 


K 


* 4 
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 $0ONG - Xcvll. 
The C barming Creature. 


* 


Sung by Mrs. Wa IounrEZx. 


| S Yother day in harmleſs chat, 
With Sylvia I was walking, 
Admiring this, admiring that, 
Together ſweetly talking ; 
Young Damon met us in the grove, 
With joy in ev'ry feature; 
He preſs'd my hand, then whiſper'd love; 
O! what a charming creature ! 


His paſſion oſt times he expreſ. d 
In words ſo ſoft and kind 
1 felt a ſomething in my breaſt, 
But doubts were in my minds 
1 told him he with Dol was ſeen, 
And ſure he came to meet her ; 
He vow'd | was is only queen, | 
O what a charming creature! 


To yonder church, then ſhall we go. 
II He preſs'd me to comply! Fasse 
er {How can the men thus teaze me ſo) © 
1 I try'd from him to fly: 
Aud will my Delia name the day, ' 
Let Damon kindly greet her?? 
Thus cloſely preſt, what could I fay ©. | 
To ſuch a charming creature! 2 


Net” SONG ' 


— 
. 
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0 % xcvim. 
ys firs of 1 was a Pig. | 
"Sung by Mrs. . 


| You! n yougler * 


Long ſtrove my ückle heart to gain, 
With many an am'rous dir 

4 ſmiling. heard the love · fick n 

- With ſigh and fong expreſs his pain, 
And told him was a pity. 


Wit hopes to pleaſe, laſt Wbitſun fate, 
He bouyht me ribbons'for my hair, 
| With other preſents pretty: 
Then, ſmiling,” ſu'd the ſame I'd wear, 
"To eaſe bis anxious heart from care: 
Kun. tw ould be rr. N 


| Next. morning early, on che green, 

With Kitty toying he was ſeen, 

He call'd her fair and witty; 
I ſmil's, tho' fix to burk with NOR 
| To lee him kiſs the lirtle queen, 

5 Aud ery'd, 4 as a PLL»... 


The cunning (wa the conflit ey'd, / | 
And kindly gazing, while | Ggh'd, 
2 e PR ave, of. ee 7 


«1 
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Then, ſmiling, begg'd I'd be his bride: 
I anſwer'd, yes, or {ure he'd dy'd, 
And that had been a pity, 


s O NG xc. 
Advice to the Fair Sex. 


in, 


Sung by Mrs. K 2 x 2D Y. 
i E beavties, or ſuch as would beauties be 
fam'd, : . OE, | 
Lay patches and waſhes and painting aſide, 
Go born all the glaſſes that ever were fram'd, 
The gewgaws of faſhion, and knicknacks 
8 of pride, : $4, 
A noſtrum to cull from the toilet of geaſon, 
Tis eaſy, *tis cheap, and 'tis ever in ſeaſon, 
When art has in vain her coſmetics applied. 


Good nature, believe me, tis the ſmootheſt of. 

| a ts ER. 
Which ever bedimples the beautiful check; 

No time nor no tint can its excellente tarniſh, 
It holds good ſo long, and it lies on ſo ſlęek. 

Tis more than the bluſh of the roſe in che 

| morning, 

The white of the flly is not ſo adorning. 

All accident proof, and all ſcrutiny ſcordling ; 
a riss 


— 


168. A COLLECTION 


Tis ſurely/the girdle that Vegus was bound 
; with, - ,, 
The Graces, her handmaide, all; proud put 
| it on; 
"Tis Jurely the radiance; Aurora is crown'd 
' ; Yell wit 
- Who, ſmiling, ariſes, and waits for the ſun, 
Oh! wear it, ye laſſes, on every occaſion, 
*Tis the nobleſt reproof, tis the ſtrongeſt 
perfualion, - 
Till keep, nay, twill almoſt retrieve re- 
putation! * 
And | 1 and look lojoly, when 67 is 
b e | 


$ ON 8 oy 
Sung in the Mat of Au 


HEN Britain fic, at Heaven' com- 
. mand, 
3 Aroſe from out the azbre main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the mod, - 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain; 


- "Ruta Britaonie, Britannia rule the waves; 
Britons never will be wen 


1 516 
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Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great . 


O F, CHOICE SONGS, wy, 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turn to tyrants fall; 


and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 5 
% Rue Britannia, &. 
Still more majeſtic halt thou bite. * 


More dreadful from each foreign ! firoke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ies,” 
Serves bat,to root thy native oak. 
Role Britannia, &. a ** * 
Tet bavghty tyrants he Mell tain; 
All their attempts to bend thee — | 
Will bot arouſe, arodſe thy gen'rous flame,” 
And work their woe and r renown, —_— 
Rule Di, - ., N * 


To thee belon the rural reign, | 
Thy cities al) with commerce thine, L 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſabjea main, 
And every ſhore i it circles thine, L 


. 225 &c. i A. N. 
111 . ; 


The moles, ſtill with ien ſoond, D ©: 
„Spa to thy happy cbaſt repair;” 16s 
Bleſt iſle! with beauties, with rer 
, © - beauties ctown' d,. 
"Ant manly hearrs'to guard the: Tale. 
Rule Britannia, WC, 


Aba 
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s % G 581. 


282 12 rf 8 9 $7 © 
«6 4 ” 


1 
4 4 is Dise. D * 


Wiru born hos oo Raw "TOY! Fiedken 


And 8 edles walks away ß . 
I tuck. vp my robe, and am buſkin'd Yoon, 5 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon: my 4 * 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits Nate 
Wich nora A eee. we pierce thro? 
the iy, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


„n 2 


— — nes, 
8 . N cu. 


BAR 500 Selbe, an tis 8 
E ſportſmen draw. Hear, and. ye ſports 
| women too, 
© Who delight ig the joys of the feld, ; 
Mankind, tho? they blame, are e all ee: as 
a, | XY 
And 2 the conteſt will yield : 1 1 
His leren. odio, Workip.. bis Honour, his 
trace, a 
A hunting continually po, 5 
AY ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
FR hark forward, huzza, tallyho, as | 
e hs 


. 


8 


Wb hatk fotward, buzza,. WIE 
: While fearleſs Wer hills and. 0 er „ 


And che ſeac es of y virtue break drown, | 


For Rat e, for paſſion, for ...], 
A ll tanks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 


den % N ur. 


r EA2 a Why 
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The lawyer will riſe. with the uh of the morn, 
To hunt for. a mortgage or deed; 

The bantſman gets up at the ſound of the been, 

And rides to the commons full ſpeed. 

| The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 

The pet too often lies low 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, | ah 4 * 


we ſweep, 
Tho' prudes on our paſtimemay frown, 
How oft do they decency's b&ands overleap, 


Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 


* hark forward, huzza, tallybe.” | 
IS 3892: A:T: er 29% 


2 | Suog 7 [75 Axzowirh, 


| by Dr. 2 N /5n 
A252 bee ket Mars once Feat were 


Reeg on ky djects their godſhips better. | 
- Quoth Mars—** My friend . I neter 
could divine, 7 


tha XK TL Er 16 u 


Why bur fyvodrit te ifland produces nowine; 
For tell me what people on earth better merit 
Thie excellent drink of the Gods to inherit 7” 


That the Britons deſerve to have plenty of 1 wine, 
Js rue, (anſwer'd Bacebes) deeguly; they are 
un nm 
And when they 1500 waned; I kla would 
know, 
© Vines 1, my good friend, dae e it 
SPE below? - 
Fo tho? the rich cluſter dei iſle don't. pro- 
, nee, e 


1 always take cars to ſupply them with joice. 


Their neighbours: in France, Spain, and Por- 
28 If 337 tugal, toil... 
'To compentar this want, in the fam'd Britiſh 


. For you know that hen Jove firſt created the 
| ball, 
Some you be decreed in each country ſhould 

. all; 

And whocan diſorer avght wanting but this, 
For England torival e 'en Heav'n in bliſs ? 

A 200 2 
Their women as W we often bekold, 
8 if ſorm'd With ouf clay in in your miſtte(s's 
e 
While nes fo much valour ee the 
fle 
1 make, like ovrletf, — 
yield: + 


vi 


tae, © Then 
3 27 85 5 
W | | 


* 
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Tben what room: for regret the? no gra 
EM b Fe ; 58 


Since they always beat thoſe in whe king- 
blog 1 en 20 


7 : 
i it — * % 7 1 " . * 
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"Racy | | The Pit, 3 
| From hs Poor Soros. 8 
73 ; 
ou Waun Pm your prieſt, and your con- 
ſcience is mine, 


But if you grow wicked, it's not a 8080 ſigns 


80 leave off your raking; and warty" a wife 
And then, By dear Darby, you! re PA for 
life. | 
Sing Ballink mone ora, de. 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


The banns being publiſh'd, to chapgl we go; 
The bride and the dridegroom with. coats 
white as ſnow; 


80 modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look. 
P 255 out with your ring, and 1 pep out my 


Sing Ballina mone ora, &c. 
And-a jolly briſk wedding for me. 


Ly i: I thumb 


7 


M 41 co,, 
1 omb gut che 21468, andT then read away, 
She bluſkes at Love, and ſhe whiſpers — 
Vo take her dear hand to Have and to 
I mut up my book and | pocket your ol 
Sing Ballina mone ora, &c. 55 
./ "That ſnug litide guinea for me. 


The neighbours 5 to the bridegroom 
bride, 
| The pipers before us, we march ſide by fide: 
A plentifol dinner gives mirth to each face, 
a The, pipe plays up, and myſelf I iay grace. 
ing Balhna mone ora, &. 
A good eg Sinner for me. 


— 


The joke now goes Many and the focking i is 
=o thrown, 


The curtains are drawn, and you're both left 
alone; 
"It's then, wy ood boy, 1 believe you're. at 


K 


And bey! —. 2 chriVning 0 nive montbs to 
COMme. 


| - Sing Ballina mone ors, &c. 
+ A good merry chrifaing for me. 


: i 5 
e 


80 


And ſpends half a crown out of Sithewes a day; 
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11480 * W. 


| & From the Poon $ouvirs. : 


ro beppy we Soldier who lives on his 


pay, 


Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants or bums, 
But pays ,all his debts with the roll of his 
drums, ; 
With a ow de dow, 1 row de dow, &c, - 
And he pays all his debt with oy toll 
m. | „„ 


He cares not a marredy hive the world * | 


His king finds him quarters, and money and 


cloaths: 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever ic comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of his. drums. 

With sun dow, oe. a he a 
The "RIP is his glory, his j joy and eelight, 
It leads him to pleaſure as well as to fight. 
No girl when ſhe hears'it,” tho? ever fo glum, 
| But packs up her tatters, arid follows the drum. 

| With a row de dow, an 15 


1 * © | , „ x 
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ns. 4 e ee 
| So NG evi. 
th Cupid's can. | 


ELL me not of woman kind; A 
Paſhon's faoliſh, love is blind, 8 


Take your ſonnets ;—take your . 


Let me charge the brimming blase, 


Cupid with his childiſh dart, 
Ne'er can pierce my manly heart; 
But the hours ſhall mirthful paſs, 
While hold the brimming glaſs, 


What is * ſkin ſo ſoft and ſleek, 

What the roſy-dimpled cleck ? ; 
Theſeenchantyou in your laſ sm: 
Wine commends the ſparkling glaſs [44 


Maſie's charms to ſome are dear; 

Pleas d, harmonious ſounds 1 n 3 

Bat more ſweet the hours I pan, -— 
When I hear the Jingling N En” 


Venn end the mates nine, 

All muſt yield to ſparkling N 
I ſhould be a very a6; | 
If for theſe I left my glaſs... GB 


Thos ſpoke young Flavius in his pride; - 

Him the wanton God eſpy'd, 

nd pierc'd his breaſt ere M_ could paſs 
0 * bis * 


Tin 


— — 
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Till vanquiſh'd, he confeſs'd at length, 
That Love ſurpaſs d ev'n wine in ſtrength, 
Then wood, and won the beauteous laſs, 
And, for her ſalce neglects his glaſs. 


. 7 9 
— 1 LS Ot F wks © | 
& g nen * a ” g a . 
— - 1 N 
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Xx 7 HILST amid buſtling crowds and ſtrife, 
Some dream the idle hours away; 
Why ſhould not thaſe who value life, 
Smile and enjoy the preſent day? 


The hardy Warrior toils for fame; 
Yer croſſes oft his hopes betiay;z, .. .. . 
Ambition's ;—ſordid av'rice claim, 
But wildly waſte the preſent day. 


The politician "who extends,. | 
His views the State itſelf to ſway, 

His mind {till tothe future bends ; 

And oft forget the preſent day. 


The grave projector, who ſtill dreams 

Ia airy plans his hours a ay 

While he purſues his fav'rite ſchemes, 
Uswiſely flights the preſent day. 


. 
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= 


| ; 3 + y 5 3 . 
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Through diflipation's lighter train 


Amidſt their paſtimes idly van, ; 
They only wake the preſent day. 


While, wiſer Aura, you employ 

The hours ; nor they your hopes betray, 
But, truſting true, ſubſtantial j Joy, 
_ You know to prize the preſent day. 


Aud ſhould von Love's. ſafe x r confeſs, 


Which o'er the nobleſt minds bears . 


San bleſſing, you might learn ta bleſs, 
| Swe, e, An W the FRY Ll | F 


30 N — 


Sweetly wears the joyous day; 
cee glows my artleſs breait, 
Mild Content the conſtant geſt, + 


A Drinking Song... 
The Words by G. A. 5 


HO”? Wiſdem will preach about joy, Sir » 
| Faith folly will practiſe as well; | 
"Men are * and * a toy, Sir, 


* 


Engage in wanton ſports and play; 5 nur 


THILST with village maids 1 "I . 


s o dr. 
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| In toving it is we excel: 
5 Is it worth ar While 
| Through learning to toil, | 
Or trouble our heads how eo think ? 
Thought neter was deſiga'd 5 
To puazle the mind: 
80 081% let's ind who's to drink, 
King Soloman, (* not profalis, Sit,) | 
Was a wiſe, yet a whimfical elf, 
He never thought any thing vain, Sir, 
2 Till he was paſt pleaſure himſelf: 
8 | He uſed to ſay, 
There's a-time for to play, 
To labour, to love, and to think ; 
Let thoſe in their prime 
Remember'their time, 
T7 At preſent tis time we ſhould drink. 
A pox on reflection, de jolly,” . ; 
Diſpaſſionate dulneſs ney 204: 3 
Did you once know the leafures of folly, 
You'd ne'er be ſo weik, to be wile: 
Let the trumpet of fame | 
- Thoſe heroes proclaim. ,. 
Who never at cannon balls blink, 
By the buſy in trade 
Be cent per cent made, 
5 is cent per cont beiter 10 drink. | 


* 
14 
e 5%. | | n 
622 & p '% 


Words 


Win ſtom motives more prevailing. 


120. 490 OLLE ON 


Come about with a bumper boys heariy, 
To our king and our country * 
To oblivien toſs envy and party, 
May frerdom our firefides 72 
"Here? 5 Fan to thoſe 
Who face oor ſoes, 
To thoſe who dare ſpeak whey think ; 
ſuch ſort of men, 
Again and again, 
Again and again, boys, wel drink, 


- g f P 


1+; wo G . ied, 
' Bacchanalian Joys defeated. _ 


HILE I'm at the tavern, quaffing, 
Well diſpos'd for t'other quartz 
Come, s my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
*r me tis time to part; bs 
new were unavailing,...... ; / 
Yet 1 neruly. anſwer'd, No! ; 


LL . 


Sitting down ſhe treads my toe. 


© Such kind tokens," to my thinking, 
Moſt emphatically prove, 
That the joys which flow from erinking, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love: 

Farewel friends, and *tother vagle;: f 
Since I can no longer ſtay; 

Love, more learn'd than Arifiotle, 

Has to move me found the way, ; 

| | | SONG 


— 
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0 cxi. 12 


We avonrite New Sen belle 


The 4% Cavern,” er Viaron's 
Tz1uMurnh. 


nit 


* 


Sung PT Mr. Dozen. 


OME, liſten ye lads, ard ye laſfes . 5 


'To a ſtave or two, Tung by Harry Hide: : 
©. 7} bound; 


A tanner lam, — no humble degree, 


And tanners all mankind I'll prove are like me. 
T.ͤ0ol de rol, &c. 


The lawyer ſo.grear, with big wig and long 


band, 


His conſcience... a» bullock's hide, ſtoutly has 
tann'd; 


Yet touch with a double. fee wiſely that part, 


| Twill ſtretch like a glove. it is. nn n 


— N 0 ſuch art. 


* 
139 2 


Phyſcciaes, likewiſe, are all-in by trade, 


And fortunes by working on rep gg have” 
x made: 
Wich Bark they keep 2 their patients | 


- inſide, + 
Till. woe-waker Death'bores « bole thro? the 
TP — | 


- SG 


* 
i 
17 
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To the Tan pit of Cupid fond lovers repair, 
Aud throw themſelves in, thro* a fit of deſpair; 
But Hymen good natur'dly oft helps them out, 
Dm my hearts being N oo 8 ſoon ' 
get about. 842 74 ( 
The . Old England don't canning . 
# iſe, 
And to 40385 ' their hides well, I thiak they 
are wiſe; _ 7 
But in lpite of the Peril. chat tanner of "oF: 


5 When Britons ſtrike home, they oral t Gere 


eee . 


r 8 710 $ 
7 e * coe. | 


WI 1 boop round my ek. my heart bes 
> 1 at glows; . 

Wich thoughts of the liquor dit caſk * 
ä incloſe; 

I ofcentimes wiſh myſelf chavig'd to a ve, 
That I might contribate good liquor to fave ; 
Whole Ven, in old rum then ra ſoak, dat. 
neer ſpeak, b 


A Leſt talking too much, 18 ben; 


Aud while chus my inüde well wetted ae 
"The chgek of my outſide a tear ſhall not ſtain, 


SID % A. 


A 4 2 46S us, A Datch» 
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x : don” t, by my 3 - 
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A Dutchman is-noughtbuta hogſhesd of gin, 
In which 1 keeps- ere 14 10 the 4 
chin; 


A Frenchman is parkliog Champaign 11 the 
beſt, 


Which bubbles, and bounces, and froths up 
like yeaſt; 


But of all the on earth whereſoever you ſeek, 
Your ſtaunch Engliſh ones will ſeldomeſt leak; 


1 * 


Each ſtave by the hoops of high honour made 


And proof B baun ſpirit, in hold o he laſt, 
s o N G CxIII. 


Sboeg by Mid; BZTr. 


OME ſhew me your palm, 7 ſweet laſs, 
And your fortune I'll tel 
Full as clear and as well, 
As you ſee that ſweet face in the glaſs, 


OI 


& * 


A hoſband you'll have, I ſee, ſoou, 


"You'll meet him to-day, 
Such a man, lack-a-day! 


115 Wou'd make a wife leap over the moon, 


of children you'll-have a round dozen, 
Nay, I ſee it as plain, 
As this pretty blue vein, 
As 


A . | 
ah . * 


1% + A/©0 LiLECTION 


Ag! fre as Old Norwood; I'm nam'd, 


A great, Queen, you'll be, 15 

| And by ev 'ry Fey a 
Like Old Gans 
3 . 8 : * 8 ext 


"Jong 5 Mr. b.. 


«YN at =} 


By ſea'or land to die: 
When biilows wage the wintry war, 
And thundets tend dhe K 


Amwound the nina dee leach, | 
paws of hero flies for fame; _ _ 
Wben trumpets blow their 1 
And drums the charge proclaim, 


be God of Love on Fame ai, | fe: 8 


With myrtle garlands bound; 


be lov'd and far fom's.. 


HE OR 5 e "Mig will - Hal 


% 
9. 


4 


Who would not brave the worſt 'of * | 


To hear his lute? D ſoft ſound? , 


Fame in "Anat; form appears, 
Upona ſteep moſt high; z 

Her vot'ries pals the vale of years,. 
But after never WT ks 


— 


; » 7 7 ou . 
> oY 


* 


SONG 
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s O N G CXIV. 
A Favourite Lexgbing Song, 


MART Doll of the green, who lov'd 
Gi mirth as ber life, 
By many a ſwain was requeſted to wife; 
Her figure was E. and comely — "SY 
Yet in her affections no man had ta'en place: 
The *Sqoire of the Vill took it into his head, 
That he by great proffers cou'd w in her to bed; 
„But all his) e artifice Dolly thro? jaw, 


And bauled the poor Squire . a bearty 
ha! ha! 


Next Hodge of a. vale all his flame did i im- 
part, 


cart; 
Wich auk ward addreſs, he made a ſtrange fuſs, 
Torn'd his hat o'er his thumb, and begg'd for 
a buſs : | 
The lout fetch a ſigh, andery'd, "deed Doll 
*tis true; 
|  Ife love thee moſt woundly, i? faith girl I as: 
Bat ſhe flap'd his foo!'s chaps, and bid him 
withdraw, 


80 ſhe 5 ! ha away while ſhe des lag 
| a! ha! 


; | Who knew nothing more than a plovgh ora 


* 
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Tbe next was a fellow ſo fine and fo ſprace, 
Who caper'd and ſung, mong the girls play'd 
the deuce; / 
And poor Dolly thought for to ſerve as the rell, 
Baut ſhe wis too ſharp, and of him made a jeſt: 
Quoth Doll II ne%er wed cill 1 meet Aged - 
a a 
Moch lefs let a fop my affections trepan ; 
And ſaid ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
Bot 1 . 8 it, and PR * 
| a? Da. © 


* 


With the Ladies 1 know? tis 3 rn role, 
— Much . be plagu'd with a knave than 2 
ool; - 

And others again this opinion impart, 
ji Their eyes they will pleaſe, if they torture 
__ their heart: 
| "Ray theſe 1 diſſent, but approve of the plan 
l Dolly laid down, till you meet with 
[ X pur man: 

They 2607 hands and your hearts may "dine 
| ; withour law, 
WE. * And your ee ate be one ſcene of ha! 


N 
08 
* 


With gold in ſtore from Afla's ſhore; 


My time employs for all wy joys, 


From danger free no more the Sea, 


For now thy love his truth mall prove, 


Come then my dear, no ſtorms well fear, 
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$ ON Gy, cxv. 
8 . Charming Sue, 


HE agg tar nat fro far, 


To view his native land: 


Soon fought his Suſan's hand. 
My love ſaid he, come live with me, 
No more the buſy crew: 


Are centet'd now in Sue. 


Thy conſtant Swain has plow'd the 3% | 
Theo? perils great has run: 

From dreadful wars behold his ſcars, 
And ne'er thy Sailor nun A 


Shall part our be arts fo true ; 


And live with charming Sye, - 
Now Hy men's bands ſhall | olice our hands, 
And knot our hearts in one; © 
No more the gale ſhall bead my ſail, 

For thee my rec'nings run. 


Thy com mock has prov'd true: 


And while 1 live my heart I'll give, | 
To 98 charming Sue. 


SONG 


* 4 COLLECTION 


-.$0NG exvi. 


Down the Barn Davy e 


Wäre trees did ved, ava held, were 


And 13 "bloomn'd fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete Aren 
And love laugh's i in her ee“; 


b *Blichd Davy? s blinks-her heart did move 
> To ſpeak her mind thus free; « 
„ Gaog down the burn, Davy __ 
**, And | i will follow one; | 


Now Davy ald ovek tad Were, 24% 
| That dwelt on this burn-fides 
- And Mary was the bonnfeſt ass. 
Juſt meet o be @ bride. e e wet $6 
- Blithe Davy's blinks, cc. 
Her eres were roſy, By „ee. A 8 . 
Her ee'n were W -...- 
Her looks were Aike Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping r 
W +blioks, ** ns ea. 


cant had dealt to bim 2 routh, 


OF CHOLICE'SONGS. ny 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing,” ſare, vnmeet! 


For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 


They lik'd a walk ſo ſweet; 
Blithe Davy” blinks, &c. 


His cheek to her's he fondly laid ; 
She cry'd, Sweet love be true; 
And when a wife, as now a maig,. ' 
« To death I'll follow you.” 

liche Davy“ s blinks, &c. 


Strait to the kirk he led ber; 
There plighted her his faith and truth, 
And a bonn dride he made her. 


No more aham'd to own her love, | 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free; KY 
Gang down the buro, Davy love, 

+6 And Iwill follow thee.” 


n 
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1 fing you ſong, Sit, its wy e 


Sen folks 1 might laugh at, yer No- 
body mention, 


Nobody you ſay ſure that muſt be uff, 
At finging Pm Nobody, that's the firſt proof. 


| * Chorus, — Na, Nobody, No, . No- 
8 n. Nobody. Nobody, No. 


"Tis Nobody Nobody foes the prac ged. 
Wpben Nobody's by berwixt Maſter and Maid, 
When ſhe cries out be quiet Somebody will 


3 hear us, 
1 ſoftly replies child Nobody isn near Us. ,, 
IRE No, Py &c. | 


5 But bigenich-child proving the's e diſ- 
| carded, | 


a 1 favours are granted Nobody's reward- 
| Wow 3 the cries ye mortals forbid 


2 If a got with child *twas Nobody did i Its 
| No, Nobody, &c. | 


- 
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* 7 1 5 
= FE P _ 1 ; : 
. : 


4 


bv 


OF.CHOICE' SONGS. CY 


When by ſtealth the Gallant the wanton Wife @ 
leaves, : 
His . A* heard and her pouſe cries 


tis thieves! 


He ſtarts in a fright and cries boah who's 


| there ? = 
| His Wife ess bi, check and foys, Nobody 1 
= ” Danr. N | 
* No, Nobody, &c * 62 £ | 


| Nobody” s a name eyery body will bn, 1141 
of. When ſomething they ſhould be aſham'd of 
Noe is gone, 

"Tis a name very fit for old Maids and young. 


F Beauxs, 2 4 
, For what they were made for Nobody knows. 
*ry No, Nobody, c. 4d. 
2 O Nobody now enough has been "ET ny % 
| If Nobody's angry then Nobody's wrong. = 

| 1 hope for free- 2 I ſhall not be blam'd, 

For who can be angry 8 N 's nam'd. 
E a 5 


| * oy | nen N. 86. 


\Gxnanwick' Fans ” : 


\ wy HR N merry belle, the! merry time 
Of Holidays declare, 12 


| What place for ſport” and. paſtime, Sh 87 1 5 
bony Greenwich can compare! 
Then to Greenwich we vin 80, will 15 | 


Iz will Zo, : ® 


| Then to! nenen we ein ge. x 
ot Fiddling and of Danciog, = os 
When we have had our fill, "WT 
We'll take a turn into*the Park, „ 
Avd there run down the Hull. 


— * 


. to Geenvicd, Mes . 


T he Pen? oh has 
Their Sweetheart hi 
And ſome at thread th 
While Ft 
Then ' 


* 


£ 4 * * 
ee 
* " 


2 ven ou 74 
join the your” | . 7 N 1 
cen ich, Le. ** 925 2 868 5.04 


. 


Soch Proſpedi as 1 Givenvick Hills, 
Aten where to be found, 


*- 22 haſte away without delay, - | 
here 9 do abound. 7 


= 


nne. 
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